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LETTERS 


O  F 


A    Z    A 


LETTER    I.      To   Zilia. 

THAT  your  tears  may  be  no  more,  as  is 
the  dew  at  the  approach  of  the  fun  !  That 
your  chains  becoming  flowers,  may  fall  at  your 
feet,  and  figure  to  you  by  the  brightnefs  of  their 
colours,  the  livelinefs  of  my  love,  more  warm 
than  the  divine  ftar  which  gave  it  being.  Zilia, 
let  your  fears  be  filent ;  Aza  ftill  lives,  let  that 
allure  you  that  he  loves  you  ftill. 

Our  torments  are  about  to  end,  one  happy 
moment  fhall  join  us  for  ever.  Divine  felicity  .' 
why  are  you  delay'd  ? 

The  prophecies  of  (a)  Viracocha  are  not  ac- 
complished ;  I  ftill  am  on  the  throne  of  Manco- 
A  2  capcc, 

(a)  Incas,  who  foretold  the  deltruflion  of  this 
Empire  by  the  Spaniards, 
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tapoc,  and  Zilia  is  not  by  my  fide  :  I  reign,  and 
you  are  in  bondage.  Be  refolute,  dear  objeft  of 
my  paffion,  the  fun  who  too  well  hath  witneffed 
our  love,  fpeedily  mall  crown  it.  Thefe  knots, 
weak  interpreters  of  my  mind  !  thefe  knots,  I 
blefs  their  ufe,  I  envy  their  fate,  will  find  you 
free.  From  the  bottom  of  your  hideous  prifon, 
you  mall  fly  into  my  arms,  like  a  dove  efca- 
ped  the  claws  of  the  vulture,  coming  to  enjoy 
its  tranquillity  at  the  fide  of  its  faithful  con- 
fort  :  I  lhall  find  you  ftill  trembling  with  fear, 
repofing  in  my  breaft  yojir  forrows  paft,  your 
tendernefs  and  my  happinefs.  What  joy  !  what 
tranfport  to  be  able  to  remove  your  afflictions  ! 
You  fhall  find  at  your  feet  thofe  inhuman  direc- 
tors of  thunder,  and  even  thofe  hands  which  fet- 
ter'd  you,  fhall  affift  to  raife  you  to  the  throne. 

Wherefore  (hould  it  be,  that  the  remembrance 
of  my  misfortunes  fhould  mingle  with  an  happinefs 
fopure  ?  wherefore  fhould  I  figure  out  evils  which 
are  no  more  ?  is  it  not  an  abufe  of  the  gifts  of 
heaven,  not  to  have  a  full  fenfe  of  their  value  ? 
not  to  forget  misfortune,  is  almoft  to  deferve  it. 
Would,  then,  my  deareft  Zilia,  that  I  add  to 
thefe  evils  I  have  fuffered,  the  fhame  that  I 
fuffered  juftly  ?  I  love  you  ;  fo  much  I  can  tell 
you  :  I  fhall  again  fee  you  ;  is  not  this  enough  to 
fatisfy  you  concerning  my  deftiny  ?  can  I  relate  to 
you  the  paft,  when  I  have  not  power  to  exprefs 
the  fentiments  that  employ  me  this  moment  ? — 
But  what  fay  I  ?   it  is  the  defire  of  Zilia. 

If  you  can,  and  death  not  be  the  confequence, 
recal  to  mind  that  dreadful  day  ;  that  day,  to 
which  joy  itfelf  led  on  the.  dawning. 

The  fun,  in  its  full  luftre,  played  on  my  face 
the  fame  rays  with  which  it  flione  on  yours. 
Tranfpprts  of  delight,  flames  of  love,  ravifhed 

my 
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my  heart.  My  foul  was  intermingled  with  the 
divinity  from  whence  at  firft  it  beamed  fjrth.  My 
eyes  fparkled  with  the  fire  which  they  had  taken 
from  yours,  and  brightened  with  a  thoufand 
wifhes.  With-hcld  by  the  decency  of  ceremony, 
my  feet  walked,  but  my  heart  flew  towards  the 
temple.  I  then  faw  you  brighter  than  the  morn- 
ing ftar,  with  blufhes  more  lively  than  the  new 
blown  rofe,  accufe  the  flownefs  of  our  *  Cuci- 
patas,  feeming  to  complain  to  me,  that  we  were 
yet  afunder. — When  on  the  fudden  !  Horrible 
remembrance,  thunder  was  heard,  lightning  flew  ! 
at  the  dreadful  found  all  around  me  fell.  I  my- 
felf  fell  proftrate  and  adored  %  Yllapa  ;  I  implored 
:him  for  thee.  His  ftrokes  redoubled,  they  abate, 
they  ceafe.  I  rife,  trembling  for  your  life  ;  what 
horror,  what  fpectacle !  wrapt  up  in  a  cloud  of  ful- 
phur,  furrounded  with  flames  and  with  blood  : 
in  a  dreadful  obfeurity,  my  eyes  perceived  nothing 
but  death,  my  ears  heard  nothing  but  cries,  and 
my  heart  enquired  for  nothing  but  you.  Every 
where  prefents  you,  and  my  heart  aftonilh'd. — 
I  feel  the  bolt  that  ftruck  you. —  I  fee  you  pale, 
disfigur'd,  your  bofom  foil'd  with  dufi  and  blood, 
cruel  flame  deftroys  you. 

The  clouds  difperfe,  the  darknefs  ceafes  ; 

will  you  believe  h,Zilia  ?  it  was  not  Yllapa.  The 
Gods  are  not  fo  cruel.  Barbarians,  Ufurpers  of 
their  power,  made  us  feel  this  weight.  At  their 
hateful  fight,  I  dart  myfelt  into  their  throng. 
Love,  the  gods  that  they  have  enrag'd,  lent  me 
their  ftrength.  The  fight  of  you  augments  it.  I 
fly  to  you,  I  overturn  them  all.  I  am  ready  to 
obtain  you,  but  you  pafs  the  facred  gate.  They 
drag  you,  You  difappeared.  Grief  devours  me, 
defpair  drives  me  to  tears.  Mad,  I  rufh  forward, 
A  3  they 

*  Priefts  of  the  Sun.  %  Thunder. 
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they  throw  themfelves  on  me.  The  ftrokes 
1  gave  render'd  my  weapons  ufelefs  ;  enfeebled 
by  the  extravagance  of  my  attempts,  over- 
power'd  by  numbers,  I  fell  on  the  difhonour'd 
bodies  of  my  anceftors*.  There  I  mixt  my  blood 
with  my  tears  for  their  affront,  for  thy  expiring 
companions,  and  even  for  thofe  garlands  with 
which  you  were  to  crown  my  head,  and  which 
your  hands  had  wove.  A  mortal  chillnefs  feized 
my  fenfes,  my  eyes  failed,  and  clofed.  I  ceafed 
to  live,  but  did  not  ceafe  to  love  you. 

Doubtlefs  love,  hope  to  revenge  you,  my  dear- 
eft  Zilia,  reftored  me  again  to  life.  I  found  my 
felf  in  my  palace,  furrounded  by  my  people.  Fu- 
ry fucceeded  my  weaknefs.  I  gave  dreadful  cries  ; 
Arms  in  my  hand,  I  excited  my  guard  to  revenge 
me.  Let  them  perifh,  faid  I  to  them.  Let  the 
impious  wretches  perifh. — They  have  violated  our 
moft  facred  places. — Come  !  arm  you  all,  let  us 
ftrike,  let  us  deftroy  thofe  barbarians.  Nothing 
could  abate  my  transports.  But  when  the  %  Ca- 
pac  Inca,  my  father,  being  told  my  fury,  had  af- 
fured  me  I  mould  fee  you  again,  that  your  life 
was  fafe,  that  we  mould  be  for  each  other  ;  what 
joy,  what  tranfport  poffeft  my  foul!  O,  my  dear- 
eft  Zilia,  is  it  not  enough  for  any  one  heart,  to 
tafte  fo  much  pleafure  ? 

Shameful  greedinefs  for  a  vile  metal,  hath  a- 
lone  conducted  thofe  barbarians  hither.  My  fa- 
ther difcovered  their  defign,  and  fatisfied  it.  They 
will  be  gone,  loaded  under  the  weight  of  his  gifts, 

fo  foon  as  they  fliall  reftore  you  to  my  vows. 

This  people  which   gold  hath  armed  againft  us, 
and  which  it  renders  our  friends,   become  lefs 

fierce 

*  The  Peruvians  preferved  in  their  Temples,   the 
bodies  of  fome  of  their  Kings,  embalmed. 
t  Family  name  of  the  Kings  of  Peru. 
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fierce,  on  all  occafions  they  make  a  fliew  of  ac- 
knowledgement and  refpeit.  They  bend  down 
before  me  in  the  manner  our  Cucipatas  do  before 
the  Sun.  Can  it  be,  that  an  heap  of  contemp- 
tible matter  can  thus  change  the  heart  of  man  2 
and  of  barbarians,  as  they  were,  make  them  be- 
come the  inflruments  of  my  felicity  ?  did  it  be- 
long to  a  metal,  to  monfters,  to  retard,  and  at 
length  to  effablifh  my  felicity. 

Adorable  Zilia  !  light  of  my  foul  !  how  the 
words  you  ufe  to  exprefs,  the  misfortune  which 
hath  feparated  us,  diftradt  my  mind  !  I  have  fol- 
lowed you  in  danger.  My  madnefs  is  renewed, 
but  aflurance  of  your  tendernefs,  like  an  healing 
balm,  hath  foftened  the  wound  you  touched  in  my 
heart. — No,  Zilia,  nothing  is  equal  to  being  be- 
loved by  you. — Every  fenfe  is  in  emotion. — My 
impatience  is  at  its  height. — It  devours  me,  I 
burn,   I  die. 

Come  !  and  give  me  life  again.  Zilia  !  Zi- 
lia !  that  *  Lhuama  would  lend  you  her  wings  ! 
that  the  fwifteft  lightning  would  convey  you  to- 
wards me,  whilft  my  heart  more  quick  than  ei- 
ther, fhould  fly  before  to  meet  you. 


LETTER    II. 

YET  Zilia  ||,  the  earth  is  not  reduced  to 
afhes  !  the  fun  ftill  fhines  upon  us,  yet  falfe- 
hood  and  treafon  is  in  his  empire.  O  Zilia!  every 
virtue  is  banifh'd  from  my  defpairing  hearty  Dtf- 
pair  and  madnefs  have  pofleft  their  place.  Thefe 
barbarous  Spaniards,  daring  enough  to  lay  you 
in  chains,  but  too  bafe,  too  inhuman  to  break 
A  4  them, 

*  The  great  Eagle  of  Peru.         II  She  did  not  re- 
ceive this  Letter. 
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them,  have  dared  to  deceive  me  ;   notwithftand- 
ing  their  promifes,  you  are  not  reftored  to  me. 

Y/lapa  !  what  with-holds  you  ?  launch  your 
bi.Iis,  turn  againft  the  perfidious  thofe  flaming 
darts  they  have  robb'd  you  of !  may  an  impoifon'd 
flafh,  after  a  thoufand  torments,  reduce  them  to 
duft.  Cruel  monfter  !  whofe  crime  cannot  be 
wafh'd  away  by  the  blood  of  his  entire  generati- 
on! !  perfidious  nation,  whofe  ruined  cities  ILould 
be  fown  with  ftones,  and  watered  with  blood  §  ! 
what  crime  can  you  add  to  infamous  perjury  I 

Twice  hath  the  fun  with  his  facred  rays,  <nven 
light  to  his  children,  yet  my  dear  Zilia  is  not  re- 
ftored to  my  impatience.  Thofe  eyes  in  which  I 
jufHy  placed  my  happinefs,  are  this  moment  over- 
flowed with  tears.  It  is,  perhaps,  thro'  thofe  moft 
bitter  tears,' thefe  darts  of  fire  glide  which  inflame 
my  heart.  Even  thofe  arms,  in  which  the  Gods 
fliould  crown  the  moft  ardent  love,  are  perhaps 
yet  loaden  with  unworthy  chains.— Fatal  forrow  ' 
O  mortal  reflexion. 

Tremble,  vile  mortals!  the  fun  has  depofited 
with  me  his  vengeance,  my  offended  love  fhall 
render  it  more  cruel. 

It  is  by  you  I  fwear,  Enlivening  ftar  '  from 
whom  we  have  our  f  fouls  and  our  lives  !  it  is  by 
your  pureft  rays,  whofe  divine  warmth  animates- 
me.  O  fun!  may  your  indulgent  rays  for  ever 
be  removed  from  me,  that  plunged  in  the  moft 
rndeous  darknefs,  no  more  refrefhing  dawn  may 

give 

t  The  Peruvians  profecuted  guilt  in  the  defcen- 
oants  or  the  guilty. 

§  They  deftroyed  the  cities  where  great  criminals 
were  born*  fettering  ftones  and  training  them  with 
t),ood,  in  token  of  malediftion. 

+  The  Peruvians  held  the  foul  to  be  a  portion  of 

the  iua.  L 
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give  notice  of  your  approach,  if  A%a  doth  not  de- 
ftroy  the  accurfed  race,  who  have  dared  to  pro- 
phane  with  lyes  thy  facred  temples.  And  you,  my 
dear  Xilia,  unhappy  object  of  all  my  tendernefs, 
dry  your  tears.  Soon  you  fliall  fee  your  lover 
break  your  chains,  and  load  your  enemies  with 
them.  Each  moment  fhall  augment  my  rage,  and 
their  punifhment.  Already  a  cruel  joy  finds  en- 
trance to  my  heart.  Already  I  think  myfelf  ba- 
thing in  their  blood.  My  love  fhall  be  diftinguifh- 
ed  by  my  fury. 

I  will  furpafs  them  in  cruelty.  Theirs  fliall 
be  my  guide,  I  take  wing  to  follow.  Zilia,  my 
dear  Zilia,  be  affured  of  my  victory,  it  is  you  I 
fly  to  revenge. 


LETTER    III. 

From  Madrid  to  Kanhuifcap. 

WHAT  deity,  my  generous  friend,  hath 
been  fo  touch'd  with  my  misfortunes,  as 
to  preferve  you  for  my  confolation  ?  it  is  then  true, 
that  in  the  face  of  the  moft  frightful  diftrefs,  one 
may  difcover  fomething  that  is  pleafing  ;  and  tho' 
one  be  ever  fo  unfortunate  in  themfelves,  they 
may  contribute  to  the  happinefs  of  others.  Your 
hands  are  loaded  with  chains,  yet  you  feem  to  fat- 
ten my  fadnefs.  Your  foul  is  opprefs'd  with  pain, 
and  you  diminifh  my  griefs. 

Stranger,  captive  in  thefe  barbarous  climes,  in 
you  I  find  again  my  native  country,  which  thq 
fates  have  removed  you  from.  Dead  to  the  reft  of 
mankind,  I  would  not  live  but  witli  you.  It  is 
only  for  you  that  my  opprefled  mind  fhall  find  ex-. 
A  5  preflions, 
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prefllons,  and  that  my  feeble  hands  fhall  form 
thofe  knots,  which  reunite  usinfpight  of  our  cruel 
enemies.  Forgive  me,  if  the  moft  tender,  yet 
moft  violent  love  entertains  you  more  often  than 
friendfhip  or  than  vengeance.  The  pleafures  of 
the  one  may  be  comforting,  the  violence  of  the  o- 
ther  may  be  pleafing,  but  both  give  place  to  love. 

It  is  not  that  caft  down  under  the  ftrokes  of 
fate,  my  misfortunes  have  diminifhed  my  courage. 
A  king,  I  Think  as  a  king.  A  Have,  I  have  not 
the  fentiments  of  my  fellows.  I  have  defire  of  re- 
venge, without  hope  of  obtaining  it.  I  would 
change  your  fate  and  my  own.  I  have  nothing  in 
my  power  but  complaints. 

They  tranfport  us  to  a  new  world,  and  in 
fpight  of  my  prayers  we  are  put  afunder.  Our 
friendfhip  became  the  dread  of  our  conquerors. 
Accuftom'd  to  crimes,  how  could  it  be,  but  they 
fhould  be  in  terror  of  virtue. 

Is  it  thus,  Kanhuifcap,  the  day  fhould  end, 
wherein  your  courage  and  mine,  wherein  my  love 
more  powerful  than  both,  fhould  render  me  tri- 
umphant, worthy  of  the  hand  which  arm'd  me, 
of  the  bright  ftar  which  gave  me  birth,  and  of 
your  admiration,  when  the  fun,  foe  to  perjury, 
ihould  revenge  his  children,  fatiate  them  with  the 
fmoaking  flefh  of  thefe  monfters,  and  inebriate 
them  with  their  odious  blood  J  ? 

Is  it  thus  that  I  fhould  avenge  the  Gods  of  Zi- 

l  Zllia  ■'  who  enflam'd  with  the  moft  lively 
pafiion,  ftill  languilhes  in  thofe  chains  I  could  not 

break.     Zitia,  whom  infamous  ravifhers O 

^rods  !  withdraw  from  me  thofe  dreadful  images. 

What 

A  J.  ^e  Pa;t''u'ans  eat  the  flefh  of  their  enemies,  and 
d  rank  their  blood,  and  the  women  rnb'd  it  to  their 
nipples,  that  the  children  might  fuck  it. 
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What  have  I  faid,  Kanhuifcap  f  me  Gods  them- 
felves  cannot  remove  them.  I  fee  not  Zilia,  a 
cruel  element  divides  us  ;  perhaps  her  grief — our 
enemies — the  waves — a  mortal  wound  pierces  my 
heart — friend  !  I  yield  to  the  excefs  of  forrow  : 

my  ghtipos  drop  from   my  hands.     Zilia  ! 

Zilia  ! 


LETTER      IV. 

To  Kanhuiscap. 


F 


A1THFUL  Anqm,  your  Quipos  for  a  time 
fufpended  my  alarms,  but  they  had  not  power 
to  banifh  them.     Fearful   remembrances,    ever 
fucceed  to  the  healing  balm  which  your  friendfhip 
lays  upon  my  forrows.     I  call  to  mind  each  mo- 
ment Zilia  in  chains;   the  Sun  raged,  his  temples 
profaned  ;     I   fee  my   father  bending  under  the 
weio-ht  of  chains,  as  he  is  of  years ;  my   country 
defolate;  I  exift  no  more  but  in  my  forrows,   all 
things  encreafe  it :  The  fhadows  of  the  night  pre- 
fent  me  nothing  but    images  the  moft  frightful  ; 
fleet)  vainly  offers  me  repofe,  in  its  embraces  1  nnd 
nothing  but  torments.  This  night  again  Ztlta  was 
prefenttd  to  my  eyes,  the  horrors  of  death  were 
painted  on  her  face,  my  name  feemed  to  drop  from 
her  dying  lips ;  I  few  it  figured  on  the  $m*  which 
flieftdl  held  in  her   hand:  unknown  barbarians! 
their  arms  ftain'd  with  blood,  amidft  flames,  tu- 
mult and  cries,  tore  her  from  one  of  thofe  enor- 
mous machines  which  tranfported  us,  "dfiwg* 
to  prefent  her  in  triumph  to  then"  hateW  «£»*, 
vrhen   of  a  fudden,   the  fea  riling  to  the  clouds, 
offered  nothing  to  my  fight  but  waves  of  blood 
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dead  bodies  floating,  trees  half  confumed,  fire  and 
devouring  flames. 

I  ftrive  in  vain  to  difpel  thefe  dreadful  ideas : 
they  reprefent  themfelves perpetually  to  my  mind. 
Nothing  can  relieve  me  from  my  forrow,  all  thino-j 
augment  it.  I  abhor  the  air  I  breathe  in.  I  upbraid 
the  waves  that  they  did  not  fwallow  me.     I  up- 
braid the  Gods  that  I  ftill  live.  If  their  lefs  cruel 
kindnefs  would  permitme  to  withdraw  myfelffrom 
the  light.    If  I  could  in  an  inftant  difpofe  of  that 
portion  of  the  divinity  they  have  endowed  me  with- 
If  it  were  not  a  dreadful  crime  for  a  mortal  to  de- 
ftroy  the  workmanfhip  of  the  Gods,    could  my 
weaknefs  be  blamed,  if  my  foul  fet  at  liberty  was 
let  to  wander  in  the  air.    Kanbuifcap,   my  woes 
would  find  an  end.     But,  alas  !  I  deceive  myfelf, 
they  would  for  everencreafe. 

Receive  into  your  bofom  my  touching  forrows. 
Oh  !  Kanbuifcap,  learn,  if  it  be  pofiible,  the  fate 
of  Zilia  ;  vvhilft  my  loft  heart  demands  her  of  the 
Gods,   of  all  nature,  and  of  myfelf. 


LETTER    V. 

Ta  tbe  Same. 

THAT  the  divine  rays  which  give  us  life,  may- 
warm  you  with  their  fofteft  fires  !  Kanbuif- 
cap  you  nourifh  in  my  heart  the  moft  flatterino- 
hopes.  The  progrefs  you  have  made  in  theSpaniJb 
language,  hath  already  given  you  to  underftand 
that  the  firft  (hips  expected  on  the  coaft  you  in- 
habit, are  from  the  empire  of  the  Sun.  You  will 
know  the  deftiny  of  her  for  whom  alone  I  breathe. 
Confider  with  what  impatience  I  expect  your  in- 
forming me  of  iti  I  imagine  to  myfelf  before- 
hand 
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band  the  extent  of  my  happinefs.  Zilia-'s  fitua- 
tion  is  difclofed  to  my  view.  I  have  feen  her,  I  fee 
her  this  inftant  reftored  to  the  protection  of  the 
Sun,  having  no  other  forrow  but  that  for  my  ab- 
fence  ;  adorning  the  altars  of  that  God  with  her 
beauty,  as  much  as  with  the  works  of  her  hands. 
Like  a  precious  flower,  which  after  a  ftorm,  {fill 
moving  with  the  wind,  receives  the  firft  rays  of 
the  fun,  the  water  with  which  it  is  covered  ferves 
but  to  encreafe  its  luftre,  fo  Zilia  appears  more 
fair  and  dearer  to  my  heart.  Again  I  £e  her  like 
the  Sun  himfelf,  which  after  a  long  obfcurity,  its 
light  more  cherifhing  declares  to  our  dazzled  eyes 
return  of  health,  and  continuance  of  our  days. 
Now  I  am  at  her  feet.  I  feel  the  trouble,  the  emo- 
tion, the  pleafure,  the  refpefi,  the  tendernefs,  all 
the  fenfations  which  agitated  my  foul  when  I  en- 
joyed her  prefence  ;  even  thofe  with  which  her 
heart  was  moved,  Kanbuifcap,  I  difcover.  How 
powerful  are  the  bands  of  delufion  ?  but  yet  how 
delightful  !  my  real  mifery  is  fubdued  by  imao-i- 
nary  pleafure:  I  fee  Zilia  happy,  my  happinefs  is 
fecure. 

My  dear  Kanbuifcap,  do  not  fruftrate  an  hope, 
by  which  alone  I  am  happy,  and  which  my  impa- 
tience may  deftroy  ;  let  not  the  leaft  delay,  my 
generous  friend,  defer  my  happinefs :  may  the 
winds  become  more  fwift,  convey  to  me  your 
ghtipos  woven  by  the  hands  of  Joy,  and  for  re- 
ward of  your  friendfhip,  may  the  moft  exquiiite 
perfumes  be  ever  fhowered  on  your  head. 


w 


LETTER    VI. 

HAT  delicious  water,    dear  friend,   have 
you  made  ufe  of  to  extinguiih  the  cruel 

fire 
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firewhich  inflames  my  heart,  to  inquietudes,  which 
without  ceafingdiftraa  me,  to  forrow,  which  op- 
prefled  me,  you  have  caufed  joy  and  calmnefs  to 
fucceed.  I  fliall  fee  Zilia  again  !  O  happinefs  al- 
moft  unhoped  for  !  I  ihall  not  fee  her  for  a  time  ! 
O  cruel  feparation  !  My  heart  in  vain,  expefts  her 
coming,  in  vain  my  foul  takes  flight  to  mix  itfelf 
with  hers.  Enough  remains,  in  that  I  feel  I  am. 
feparated  from  her. 

I  {hall  fee  her  again  ;  this  comfortable  thought, 
far  from  giving  quiet  to  my  breaft,  encreafes  my 
impatience.  Abfent  from  my  life  itfelf,  judge 
what  torments  I  endure.  At  each  inftant  I  die,  and 
revive,  only  to  defire.  Like  an  hunter,  who  en- 
creafes the  thirft  which  inflames  him  by  running, 
to  extinguifh  it ;  Hope  renders  more  violent  the 
flame  which  confumes  me.  The  more  I  am  in 
profpecl  to  be  united  to  Zilia,  the  more  I  fear  to 
lofe  her.  For  what  extent  of  time,  my  faithful 
friend,  hath  not  one  moment  already  feparated  us, 
and  that  cruel  moment  at  the  height  of  my  feli- 
city. I  dread  it  frill. 

An  element,  as  wild  as  it  is  inconfiant,  is  in- 
truded with  my  happinefs.  Zilia,  you  tell  me, 
forfakes  the  empire  of  the  Sun  to  come  to  thefe 
horrid  climates.  For  a  tedious  time  wandering  on 
the  feas  before  {he  meet  me,  what  dangers  will  fire 
not  have  to  run,  and  how  many  more  will  I  have 
to  fear  for  her?  but  into  what  wanderings  does  my 
love  plunge  me  ?  I  am  apprehenfive  of  evils  when 
all  things  promife  pieafures,  pleafures  which  only 
to  imagine--  !  Oh  !  Kanhuifcap  !  what  joy,  what 
fentiments,  hitherto  unknown  ! —  Every  fenfe, 
diftinaiy,  feels  the  fame  pleafure. —  Zilia  is  pre- 
fented  to  my  eyes,  I  hear  the  tender  accents  of 
her  voice,  I  embrace  her,  I  dye. 

LET- 
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LETTER   VII. 

IF  any  thing  could  diminifh  my  joy,  or  caufe  an 
alteration  in  it,  Kanbuifcap,  the  term  to  which 
you  fix  my  happinefs,  might  render  it  more  weak. 
The  Sun  muft  enlighten  the  world  an  hundred 
times  before  I  can  be  happy ;  before  this  unmea- 
furable  length  of  time,  Zilia  cannot  be  reftored 
to  me. 

Friendfhip  ftrives  in  vain  to  make  amends  for 
the  rigours  of  my  fate,  it  cannot  relieve  me  from 
my  impatience. 

jilonzo,  whom  the  unjuft  Capa-lnca  of  the  Spa- 
niards hath  named -to  feat  himfelf  with  my  father, 
on  the  throne  of  the  Sun  ;  Jlonzo,  to  whom  the 
Spaniards  have  entrufted  me,ftrives  in  vain  to  draw 
me  from  my  forrow.  The  friendfhip  he  expreffes, 
the  manners  of  his  countrymen,  which  he  caufes 
me  to  obferve,  the  diverfions  which  he  feeks  to 
procure  me,  the  contemplations  to  which  I  yield 
myfelf,  do  but  deceive  it. 

The  bitter  forrow  wherein  my  feparation  from 
Zilia  had  plunged  me,  prevented  me  hitherto  to 
give  any  attention  to  the  objects  which  furround 
me.  I  faw  not,  I  hoped  not  for  any  thing  but  evil. 
I  indulged  myfelf  as  I  may  fay  in  my  forrows.  I 
was  not  alive;  how  then  could  I  reflect.  But  fcarce 
had  I  given  to  joy  the  moments  it  had  deferved 
from  love,  when  my  eyes  were  opened.  With 
what  a  reprefentation  was  I  then  ftruck  !  can  I 
defcribe  to  you  how  it  ftill  furprizes  me.  I  found 
myfelf  in  the  midft  of  a  croud  that  I  had  never 
thought  of.  I  faw  there  men  refembling  myfelf; 
an  equal  furprize  feized  them  and  me.  My  earneft 
glances  confounded  themfelves  with  theirs.  A 
throng;  of  people  ftill  move  and  furround  the  fame 
D     r    r  fpace, 
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fpace,  in  which  it  would  feem  fate  had  enclofed 
them.  Others  who  are  fcarce  ever  feen,  and  who 
are  diftinguiihed  from  the  laborious  people  but  by 
their  floth,  rumours,  cries,  complaints,  fightings, 
dreadful noife,  continual  trouble.  This  was  then  all 
I  could  difcern. 

In  thefe  beginnings,  my  obfervation  took  in  too 
many  things,  and  could  not  diftinguilh  any.  It 
was  not  long  e'er  I  perceived  it,  for  this  reafon  I 
refolved  to  fet  bounds  to  it,  and  began  to  reflect 
cm  what  I  faw  more  diftiirfUy  ;  thus  the  houfe  of 
Jionzo  is  become  the  feat  of  my  thoughts.  The 
Spaniards  which  I  there  fee,  have  appeared  to  me 
objects  confiderable  enough  to  give  me  employ- 
ment for  fome  time,  and  make  me  form  a  judg- 
ment by  their  difpofitions  of  thofe  of  their  coun- 
trymen. Alonzo  who  was  of  a  fufficient  continu- 
ance in  our  country,  and  confequently  is  not  ig- 
norant of  our  cuiioms,  or  of  our  language,  aflifts 
me  in  the  difcoveries  I  would  make.  This  fincere 
friend,  free  from  the  prejudices  of  his  country, 
aflifts  me  in  difcovering  the  follies  of  it.  Ob- 
ferve,  faid  he  to  me  the  other  day,  that  grave  per- 
fon,  who  by  his  confident  look,  his  tucked  up 
muftachos,  his  deep  bonnet,  and  his  numerous 
retinue,  you  would  take  him  at  once  for  a  fecond 
Huayana-Capac  *.  It  is  a  Cucipata  who  hath  pro- 
mifed  to  our  Eachamac  f  to  be  humble,  meek, 
and  poor.  That  other  to  whom  the  Liquor  which 
he  takes  in  fuch  large  draughts  will  prefently  leave 
no  fign  of  rationality,  is  a  judge  who  in  an  hour  at 
moft,  will  decide  concerning  the  livefand  fortunes 
of  a  dozen  citizens.  That  other  who  is  more  in 
love  with  himfelf  than  with  that  lady  he  appears 

fo 

*    The  name  of   the   greateft   conqueror  of  the 
rtn  vians. 

f  God  the  creatoi. 
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(o  much  engaged  with,  who  is  fcarcely  able  to 
endure  the  heat  of  the  day,  and  fupport  the  per- 
fumed drefs  that  covers  him,  who  (peaks  fo  ear- 
neftly  of  the  ("mailed  trifle,  debauch  hath  hollowed 
his  eyes,  made  pale  his  face,  and  ("mothered  his 
voice.  He  is  a  warrior,he  (hall  lead  thiity  thoufand 
men  to  battle.  It  is  thus,  Kcinhuifcap,  that  by  the 
affiftance  of  dhnzo,  I  feem  to  difpel  for  fome 
moments  the  inquietudes  which  confume.  me. 
But  alas  '  how  foon  again  they  take  their  place  ! 
the  amufements  of  the  mind  ever  give  way  to  the 
affections  of  the  heart. 


LETTER    VIII. 

THE  obfervations  which  Jlonzo  hath  caufed 
me  to  make  on  his  fellow  citizens,  do  not 
hinder  me  fometimes  to  caft  my  eyes  on  his  own. 
Altho'I  admire  the  virtues  of  this  fincere  friend,  I 
cannot  overlook  his  blemifhes ;  wife,  generous 
and  brave,  he  is  however  weak,  and  yields  to  the 
follies  he  condemns.  Behold,  ("aid  he  to  me,  this 
confiderable  warrior,  the  firm  defender  of  our 
country,  who  by  a  (ingle  glance  of  his  eye,  will 
be  obeyed  by  thoufands  of  others.  He  is  a  (lave 
in  his  own  houfe,  and  fubmiffive  to  the  will  of  his 
wife.  In  this  manner  Jbnze  fpoke,  when  Zulmira 
appeared.  By  the  imperious  air  fhe  affected  to  the 
kind  embraces  of  her  father,  I  could  not  doubt  but 
Jlonzo's  cafe  was  the  fame  with  the  warrior's  he 
had  blamed.  Do  not  believe  that  this  Spaniard 
is  the  only  one  of  his  country,  who  cannot  forgive 
in  others  their  own  proper  faults ;  a  fight  lingular 
enough,  convinced  me  of  this :  I  walked  the  other 
day  in  a  garden,  where  in  a  throng,  I  diftin- 
guifhed  a  little  monfter;  he  was  of  the  heighth  of 
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a  Viamna  J,  liis  legs  were  diftorted  like  an 
Amaruc  ||,  and  his  head  fo  funk  in  his  fhoulders, 
that  he  could  not  turn  it.  I  could  not  but  lament 
the  fate  of  this  unhappy  man,  when  fhouts  of 
laughter  drew  me  from  the  thought;  I  looked 
from  whence  it  came  :  what  was  my  furprize  !  I 
faw  it  was  from  a  man  almoft  as  much  deformed 
as  the  firft,  who  diverted  himfelf  with  the  fhape 
of  the  little  monfter,  and  made  the  oddnefs  of  it 
be  remarked  by  others.  Can  it  be  that  we  have 
no  knowledge  of  our  own  faults,  even  when  we 
difcoverthem  in  others  ?  can  it  be  that  abounding 
in  one  virtue  fliould  become  a  weaknefs  ?  Alon%ot 
fubmifTive  to  his  daughter, would  not  be  to  be  excu- 
feddidhe  not  love  her:  the  fprightlinefs  of  her  wit, 
the  grace,  the  beauty  which  God  the  creator  hath 
given  her;  her  air,  her  eyes  languifhing  in  fpite  of 
the  fire  which  animates  them,  the  lively  bright- 
nefs  of  her  completion,  convince  me  that  her  heart 
is  capable  of  impreffion,  but  vain ;  foft,  yet  ardent 
in  the  flighteft  of  her  wifhes. 

What  difference,  my  dear  friend,  between  her 
and  Zilta  ?  Zilia,  who  almoft  unknowing  of  her 
beauty,  would  hide  it  from  all  others  but  her  con- 
queror. She  whom  modefty  and  candour  guide, 
and  whofe  heart  is  wholly  engaged  by  the  moft 
pure  and  tender  love.  Unaftuated  by  pride,  {he 
difdains  the  refources  of  art;  fhe  who  to  pleafe, 
knows   but   to  love ;    me    loves,    fhe  charms, 

fhe .     What  burning  flame  confumes  my 

foul ;.  Zi/ia  !  my  dear  Ziiia,  will  you  never  be 
reftored  to  me  ?  what  ftill  delays  our  happinefs  ? 
are  the  Gods  become  jealous  of  the  felicity  of 
mortals?  Ah!  my  friend,  if  it  be  for  them  alone 
that  love  fhould  have  allurement,  wherefore  did 
they  form   us  fenfibJe  of  beauty  ?  or  why,  our 

hearts 

J  Kind  of  Indian  goat.         ||  A  Weji-lndian  adder. 
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hearts  being  in  their  power,  do  they  fuffer  our 
defires  to  aim  at  pleafures  which  give  them  um- 
brage ? 


LETTER    IX. 

'ITHOUT  the  afliftance  of  the  Sp'anijh 
tongue,  the  reflections  which  Alamo  hath 
caufed  me  to  make,  would  be  confined  to  narrow 
limits,  and  thofe  to  which  I  refign  myfelf  would 
be  very  fuperficial.  In  order  to  lull  my  impatience, 
I  requefted  a  tutor,  who  might  inftru£t.  me  in  this 
language.  The  knowledge  I  have  obtained  from 
him  puts  me  already  in  condition  to  profit  by  con- 
vention, and  to  examine  more  nearly  the  genius 
and  tafte  of  a  nation,  who  leemed  deftined  for  the 
deftruftion  of  the  earth, of  which  they  believe  them- 
felves to  be  the  ornament.  At  fome  time  I  thought 
that  thofe  afpiring  barbarians,  who  make  it  their 
occupation  to  dettroy  thofe  who  are  ftrangers  to 
them,  regaled  themfelves  with  nothing  but  blood, 
that  they  faw  the  Sun  but  thro'  a  thick  fmoke,  and 
employed  themfelves  continually  in  forging  in- 
ftruments  of  death  ;  for  you  know  as  well  as  I,_ 
that  this  thunder  with  which  they  ftruck  us,  had 
been  created  by  them  ;  I  imagined  I  fhould  meet 
with  nothing  in  their  cities  but  thunder-fbops, 
foldiers  praftifing  themfelves  in  races  and  combats, 
princes  ftained  with  the  blood  which  they  had 
fpilt,  and  impatient  for  fhedding  more,  in  defiance 
of  feafons,  fatigue  and  death. 

Judge  of  my  furprize,  when  inftead  of  this 
bloody  fpectacle  which  my  imagination  had  raifed, 
I  faw  clemency  itfelf  enthroned. 

This  People,  who  I  believe  have  been  cruel 
only  for  us,  appear  to  be  governed  altogether  by 

fweetnefs. 
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fweetnefs.  A  ftrift  friendfhip  feems  to  bind  the 
fellow  citizens,  they  never  meet  each  other  that 
they  do  not  give  marks  of  efteem,  of  friendfhip 
and  refpecft.  Thefe  fentiments  fparkle  in  their 
eyes,  and  influence  their  bodies  ;  they  bend  them- 
(elves  the  one  before  the  other  :  In  fhort,  by  their 
repeated  endearments,  one  would  take  them  for  a 
well  united  family,  rather  than  a  Nation. 

Thofe  warriors  who  appeared  to  us  fo  terrible, 
are  here  no  other  than  aged  men,  one  more  agree- 
able than  another  ;  or  young  people,  foft,  eafy, 
and  engaging.  The  indolence  which  governs 
them,  the  pains  which  a  trifle  cofts  them,  pleafure 
which  is  their  only  ftudy,  and  the  fentiments  of 
humanity  which  they  {hew,  make  me  think  that 
they  have  two  bodies  ;  one  for  fociety,  another 
for  war. 

What  difference  indeed  !  My  friend,  you  have 
feen  them  carry  thro'  our  defolated  walls,  horror, 
difmav,  and  death.  The  fhrieksof  our  women  ex- 
piring beneath  their  fwords,  the  venerable  age  of 
our  fathers,  the  mournful  founds  which  the  tender 
organs  of  our  infants  fcarcely  produced,  the  maje- 
fly  of  our  altars,  the  facred  horror  which  fur- 
rounds  them,  ferved  but  to  encreafe  their  barba- 
rity: 

I  fee  them  now  adore  thofe  excellencies  which 
they  trampled  with  their  feet ;  they  honour  old 
age,  prefent  an  aiding  hand  to  childhood,  venerate 
the  temples  which  they  profaned.  Kanbuifcap, 
are  thefe  the  fame  men  ? 


L  E  T  T  T  E  R     X. 

THE  more  I  reflect  on  the  variety  of  difpo- 
fition  in  the  Spaniards,   the  further  I  am 

from 
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from  difcoveving  the  fource.     This  nation  Teems 
to  have  but  one  which  is  general ;  it  is  that  which 
inclines  them  to  (loth.     There  is  however  a  deity, 
much  of  the  fame  kind,  which  is  tajle.    A  chofen 
number  of  worfhipers  factifice  every  thing  to  it, 
even  their  repofe  ;  tho'  a  great  part  of  them  is  ig- 
norant (and  thefe  are  the  more  fincere)  what  kind 
of  divinity  it  is.    Another  part  more  prefuming, 
give  definitions  of  it  as  little  to  be  underftood  by 
others  as  it  is  by  themfelves.     It  is,  according  to 
many,  a  deity  which  bv  being  invifible,  is  not  the 
lefs  real ;  every  one  muft  feel  its  infpirations.    It 
is  reprefented  by  fculptors  in  a  figure  under  an  hi- 
deous vizard,   fluttering  with  the  wings  of  a  batt, 
and  which  a  child  wantonly  leads  with  a  garland 
of  flowers.  Akind  of  a  perfon  which  they  call  here 
a  fine  gentleman,  will  oblige  you  to  own  that  this 
deity  is  rather  in  his  drefs  than  in  that  of  any  other 
of  his  equals,  and  the  proof  he  will  bring  (which 
you  cannot  object  to)  is  *  that  the  cut  of  his  ha- 
bit is  more  in  tafte  than  that  of  any  other. 

A  few  days  ago  I  went  to  view  an  edifice  ot 
which  I  had  received  but  an  imperfect  account. 
Scarce  had  I  approached  it,  when  I  faw  near  the 
gate  two  troops  of  Spaniards,  who  feemed  to  be 
in  open  war  againft  each  other  ;  I  afked  one  who 
accompanied  me  what  might  be  the  curie  of  their 
variance.  It  is  a  thing  of  importance,  fold  he. W k 
to  decide  the  reputation  of  this  building,  and  what 
rank  it  is  to  hold  in  pofterity.  Thofe  Gentlemen 
you  fee  are  connoifeurs.  One  party  maintains  that 
K  no  other  than  an  heap  of  ftones,  which  hath 
nothing  extraordinary  in  it  but  its  enormity  s^the 

*  The  treich  is.  Que  I*  fentes  de  (on  pourpojijt 

font  plus  ou  moins  grandes  que  celle  d. :  lautre  In  * 
relate,  to  the  flalVd  doublets  worn  by  «/£•£»£* 
tranflated  more  general,  and  as  much  to  the  purpo.e. 
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other  oppofes,  and  affirms  that  the  edifice  is  in  no 
refpect  enormous,  and  that  it  is  erected  in  good 
taffe. 

Having  left  this  croud  of  connoifeurs,  I  went 
into  the  temple.  I  had  made  but  few  fteps,when  I 
faw  painted  on  a  pannel  the  figure  of  a  venerable 
old  man ;  he  appeared  to  be  carryed  on  the  winds 
by  winged  boys  looking  down  to  the  earth  :  what 
doth  this  picture  reprefent,  faid  I  ?  it  is,  anfwered 
an  aged  Cucipatas,  after  many  bowings,  the  por- 
trait of  the  mafler  of  the  univerfe,  who  with  a 
word  brought  all  things  from  nothing  ;    but,  faid 
he,  with  a  fudden  interruption,  have  you  obferved 
the  precious  ftones  which  cover  this  altar  ?  He  had 
not  finifhed  thefe  words,  when  the  beauty  of  one 
of  thefe  ftones  ftruck  me  at  once;  there  was  en- 
graved on  it  the  figure  of  a  man  whofe  head  was 
bound  with  laurel;    I  was  not  long  without  in- 
forming myfeif  who  this  man  was,  who  had  me- 
rited a  place  at  the  fide  of  their  God.    It  is,  faid  ' 
the  Cucipatas  with  a  fmiling  air,  the  head  of  a 
prince  the  molt  cruel,  and  the  moft  defpicable  that 
ever  exifted.     This  anfwer  led  me  into  a  feries  of 
reflections,  which  want  of  proper  terms  hindered 
me  to  communicate.  Recovered  from  this  furprize, 
with  a  refpectful  motion,  I  was  leaving  the  temple, 
when  another  object  delayed  me.     In   a  part  the 
moft  obfeure,  dirty  and  neglected,  I  obferved  the' 
picture  of  an  old  man,  he  neither  had  the  majefty 
nor  refemblance  of  the  firft  ;  what  was  my  fur- 
prize  when  they  would  perfuade  me  that  it  was 
the  portrait  of  the  fame  God,  the  only  creator  of 
all  things.  The  little  regard  this  Cucipatas  appeared 
to  have  for  this    picture,  made  me  give  no  credit 
to  him,  and  I  went  away  difeufted  at  the  Im- 
poftof.  fa 

What 
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What  appearance,  indeed  of  truth,  Kanbiiifcap, 
that  the  fame  men,  in  the  fame  place,  fhould  ne- 
glect the  God  whom  they  adore. 
°  It  is  not  in  this  alone  that  the  Spaniards  con- 
tradict themfelves ;  nothing  is  more  common  than 
for  time  to  bring  the  like  to  pafs. 

Wherefore  do  they  deftroy  that  palace  to  which 
its  folidity  promifed  at  leaft  an  age  of  duration  ? 
It  is,  anfwered  one,  becaufe  it  is  not  in  tafte.  It 
was  a  mafter-piece  in  its  time,  and  was  raifed  at 
great  expence,  but  at  prefent  it  is  ridiculous. 

Although  this  nation  be  enflaved  to  this  pre- 
tended good  tafte,  each  particular  difpenfes  with 
his  own  want  of  it.  There  is  here  a  fet  of  peo- 
ple who  pay  for  acquiring  it,  and  who  fell  dear  to 
others,  what  caprice  attributes  to  them.  Alon%o 
made  me  obferve  the  other  day,  one  of  thefe  Men 
who  is  efteemed  to  drefs  with  great  elegance, 
which  they  conceive  to  be  a  thing  of  importance. 
In  contraft  to  him,  he  (hewed  me  one  who  paffed 
for  having  no  tafte.  I  knew  not  in  favour  of 
which  of  them  to  decide,  whilft  the  publick,  be- 
fore whom  they  appeared,  expreffed  its  judgment 
by  laughing  at  them  both.  Whence,  the  only 
pofitive  difference  I  could  perceive  between  the 
man  of  tafte,  and  him  who  had  none,  is,  that  they 
both  wander  from  nature  by  different  paths,  and 
that  this  God  whom  they  call  fine  tafte,  is  fome- 
times  at  the  end  of  one,  and  fometimes  at  the  end 
of  the  other.  Ill  chance  is  then  to  him  who  hits 
on  the  wrong  fcent ;  they  fhame,  they  defpife 
him,  till  this  God  changing  his  point,  gives  him  a 
right  in  the  moment  when  he  leaft  expects  it,  to 
return  the  like  to  others. 

However,  Kanbuifcap,  to  believe  the  Spaniards, 
nothing  is  more  conftant  than  their  tafte,  and  let 
them  vary  ever  lb  often,  it  is  becaufe  their  ancef- 
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tors  were  ignorant  of  the  true.  I  greatly  fear  Ac 
toe  reproach  will  be  in  the  mouths  of  the  laft  of 
their  defcendants. 

LETTER     XI. 

SHALL  T  confefs  to  you,  Kanhulfcap,  my  won- 
der when  I  came  to  know  that  in  thefe  cli- 
nates  where  I  did  believe  virtue  itfelf  inhabited  ; 
it  is  by  force  that  they  are  virtuous.'  Fear  of  pumfh- 
ment  and  of  death  alone,  infpire  thofe  fentiments 
which  I  did  believe  nature  had  engraved  in  every 
heart.  There  are  entire  volumes  which  are  filled 
with  nothing  elfebut  prohibition  of  crimes.  There 
is  not  any  thing  fo  horrible  to  be  imagined,  but 
what  here  finds  its  chaftifement ;  its  chaftifement 
faid  I  ?— its  example.  Yes,  it  is  lefs  a  wife  pre- 
caution againft  crimes,  than  it  is  the  model  of 
them,  which  di&ates  the  laws  that  forbid  them. 
To  judge  by  their  laws,  what  crimes  have  not 
Spaniards  committed  ?  they  have  a  God,  and 
they  have  blafphemed  him ;  they  have  a  king,  and 
they  have  infulted  him  ;  a  faith,  and  they  have 
violated  it ;  they  love,  they  refpeel  one  another, 
and  yet  they  commit  murder;  they  have  friends, 
and  they  betray  them  ;  united  by  religion,  they 
difcover  hatred  :  where  then,  faid  I,  is  this  union 
I  imagined  to  have  found  among  thefe  people  ? 
This  delightful  band  in  which  friend  (lip  feemed 
to  have  united  their  hearts,  may  I  not  believe  that 
it  is  only  forced  by  fear  or  by  intereft  ?  What !  a 
people  who  could  violate  the  moft  facrcd  dictates 
of  nature,  and  ftifle  its  voice,  to  fuffer  themfclves 
to  be  governed  by  the  extinguiHicd  voice  of  their 
anceftors.  What !  thofe  people,  like  their  Hamas, 
open  the  mouth  to  the  bridle  prefentcd  to  them 
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by  one  man,  when  they  come  from  deftroyins 
another  ?  Ah !  Kanhuifcap,  how  unhappy  is  the 
prince  who  governs  fucii  a  people  ?  How  many 
lhares  hath  he  to  avoid  !  he  muft  be  virtuous  if  he 
would  preferve  his  authority,  yet  temptation  is 
ever  before  his  eyes,  perjury  furrounds  him,  pride 
goes  before  him,  perfidy,  with  down-caft  eyes 
follows  his  fteps,  and  he  never  difcovers  truth  but 
by  the  deceitful  light  of  envy. 

Such  is  the  true  image  of  this  crowd  which  en- 
compafTes  the  prince,  and  is  what  they  call  the 
court.  The  nearer  one  is  to  the  throne,  the  fur- 
ther they  are  from  virtue.  A  vile  flatterer  fhall 
be  feen  to  fhoulder  the  defender  of  his  country,  a 
buiToon  is  feen  next  the  wifeft  minifter,  and  per- 
jury efcaped  the  punifhment  it  deferves,  holds 
the  rank  of  integrity  :  It  is  in  the  midft  of  thofe 
fuccefsful  criminals  that  juftice  is  pronounced  by 
the  king.  It  would  feem  that  he  is  inftru'eted  in 
the  laws,  by  thofe  who  are  moft  eminent  for 
breaking  them.  The  fentence  which  condemns 
one  criminal,  is  often  pronounced  by  another. 

However  rigorous  may  be  the  laws,  they  are 
not  made  for  every  body.  In  the  clofet  of  a 
judge,  an  handfome  woman  falling  in  tears  at  his 
feet,  or  a  man  bringing  a  number  of  pieces  of 
gold,  eafily  abfolves  the  moft  guilty,  while  the 
innocent  expire  in  torments. 

Ah !  kanhuifcap,  how  happy  are  the  children 
of  the  Sun,  whom  virtue  alone  enlightens  !  Un- 
knowing of  guilt,  they  fear  not  its  puni.liment  ; 
and  as  it  is  their  judge,  fo  nature  is  their  law. 


B  LET- 
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LETTER    XII. 

THE  firft  point  of  view,  Kanhuifcap,  in  which 
we  obferve  things,  is  feldom  the  moft  juft. 
What  difference  there  is  between  thefe  people  and 
thofe  I  at  firft  perceived  !  All  their  virtue  is  but 
a  ilio-ht  veil  thro'  which  may  be  diftinguifhed  the 
features  of  thofe,  who  under  the  dazzling  bright- 
ness of  the  beft  actions  betray  the  feeds  of  vice. 
Thus  the  rays  of  the  fun  which  feem  to  give  the 
rofe  its  brighteft  colour,  difcover  to  us  the  thorns 
which  it  hides. 

An  infupportable  pride,  is  the  fourceofthat 
defirable  union  which  then  delighted  me.  Thefe 
tender  endearments,  this  affected  refpect,  arife 
from  the  fame  fource.  The  leaft  inflection  of  the 
body  is  regarded  here  as  a  duty  required  by  rank 
or  intimacy,  and  the  loweft  clafs  of  men  in  this 
kingdom,  let  them  hate  each  other  ever  fo  much, 
give  mutually  this  deceitful  homage. 

A  great  man  paffes  by ;  he  uncovers,  'tis  an 
honour  ;  he  fmiles,  'tis  a  favour  :  but  they  do  not 
reflect,  that  this  falute  fo  honourable  ;  this  fmile, 
fo  flattering ;  muft  be  dearly  bought  by  a  thoufand. 
pains  and  fervilities.  He  muft  be  a  Have  who  ex- 
pects to  receive  honours. 

Pride  hath  alfo,  here,  another  veil ;  it  is  gra- 
vity; this  varnifh  gives  an  air  of  folidity  to  actions 
the  moft  whimfical.  One  who  fhall  have  the 
weaknefs  to  difcover  plcafantry,  fhall  be  deemed 
an  impertinent,  tho'  poffeffed  of  all  prudence  and 
underftanding  poflible.  To  be  wife,  is  nothing 
elfe  but  to.appear  fo. 

This  man,  whofe  wifdom  and  talents  anfwer  to 
the  fvveetnefs  which  appears  in  his  countenance, 
(faid  AlonzQ  to  me,  the  other  day)  This  genius, 
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almoft  univerfal,  hath  been  deprived  of  the  moft 
important  employments,  for  having  once  incon- 
fiderately  laughed. 

You  muft  not,  then,  be  furprifed,  Kanhuif- 
cap,  if  they,  here,  play  the  fool  with  deliberation. 
This  aiFefted  ferioufnefs  makes  no  great  imprefli- 
on  on  me.  I  perceive  the  pride  of  him  who  af- 
fecls  it,  and  in  proportion  as  he  efteems  himfelf,  I 
contemn  him  the  more.  Are  merit  and  chearful- 
nefs  incompatible  ?  No,  reafon  lofes  nothino-  in 
thofe  pleafures  which  the  mind  alone  is  capable  of 
perceiving. 


LETTER     XIII. 

I  MUST  indulge  myfelf,  Kanhuifcap,  in  re- 
peating to  you  once  again,  that  the  Spaniards 
feem  to  me  to  be  a  people  not  to  be  described. 
To  the  many  contradictions  which  they  make  ap- 
pear, new  arife  every  day. 

What  think  you  of  this  ?  this  nation  hath  a 
God  §  which  it  adores,  but  fo  far  from  making 
any  facrifice  to  him,  it  is  he  who  beftows  them 
all  things.  You  do  not  obferve  in  his  temple,  Cu- 
racas  %,  fymbols  of  "their  wants ;  in  (hort,  there 
is  a  certain  time  of  the  day,  when  you  would  take 
the  temples  to  be  defolate. 

Certain  old  women,  however,   continue  there 

all  the  dav.     The  air  of  devotion  which  they  af- 

B  2  feci, 

$  It  muft  be  obferved,  that  it  is  a  Peruvian  who 
fpeak's ;  and  that  he  has  but  an  imperfefl  knowledge 
of  our  worlhip. 

t  Statues  of  different  metals,  and  differently  drefs'd, 
which  they  place  in  their  Temples.  They  are  a  kind 
ot-eafjoti,  which  charafterifes  the  wants  of  thofe  who 
offer  them. 
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*»&  the  tears  which  they  toed,  caufed  me  at  firft 
to  efteem  them.  The  contempt  they  were  held 
in  touched  me,  when  Alotm,  made  my  furpnze 
to  ceafe.  How  little,  faid  he,  are  thefe  women 
known  to  you,  who  have  already  acquired  your 
efteem  !  one  of  thofe  you  fee,  i9  payed  by  prof- 
titutes,  for  trafficking  in  their  favours. 
"  That  other,  facrifices  her  wealth  and  her  re- 
pofe,  to  the  deftrudion  of  her  family. 

Unnatural  mothers !  fame  entruft  their  chil- 
dren to  people,  in  whole  care  they  would  not 
leave  trre  fmalleft  trifle,  to  come  and  worfhip 
this  God,  whom,  they  will  allow,  requires  nothing 
fo  much  of  them,  as  the  care  of  thefe  very  chil- 
dren. 

Others,  declining  the  pleafures  of  the  world, 
becaufe  they-  have  no  further  relifh  for  them, 
make  here,  in  the  prcfence  of  their  God,  a  virtue 
of  thofe  vices  which  they  obferve  in  others. 
'  How  difficult  it  is,  Kanhuifcap,  to  reconcile, 
thofe  barbarous  nations  with  themfelves  !  It  is  not 
eafier  to  reconcile  their  religion  to  nature.  The 
conducl  of  their  God  in  n.fpect  to  them,  is  alto- 
gether as  variable,  as  theirs  to  him.  a 

They 

a  The  inftances  here  given  by  this  Peruvian,  if  rightly  confi- 
acred,  makes  ftrongly  for  the.  immutability  of  the  dences  r(  pro- 
vMence,  rather  flian.agaiffft  it.  The  difpenfsticns  ot  Providence, 
hath,  however  been  a  perplexing  problem  to  many  thinking 
men.  '  Ovid  fuakes  Hercules  fay,  at  a  time  when  he  was  him- 
felf  on  the  pi.-int  of  being. deified, 
"  "  At  'vain  Eurefthcus,  et  funt  credere,  poflunt 
,  "  Effc  Deos ! 

As  if  it  were  an  abl'urdity  to  think  that  there  mould  be  a  God, 
=?d  that  wickednefs  ihould  be  piofpcrous  ;  and  Mr.  Addiion  puts 
ftimethkig  not  unlike  it  in  the  mouth  of  one  of  Cato's  fons. 

"  Our  father's  fortune 

"  Would  alm"ft  tempt  us  to  renounce  his  precepts." 
A-  i:\iituebcingfubjectto  calamity  was  therefore  to  be  r(- 
noune'd.  Such  lcntimcuts  arife  from  a  feeling  of  prcfent  dirtrefs, 
but  arc  by  no  ffieans  authorifed  by  reafon  or  experience  ;  or  if  at 
ai  y  time  they  arife  on  rcfieaion,  it  muft  be  through  fupcrficial 
•iftrvation,   which  is  what  is  here  rcprcfentcd. 
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They,  likeus,  acknowledge  one  God  the  Cre- 
ator. He  differs,  it  is  true,  from  ours,  in  that  he 
is  but  a  pure  effence  ;  or  to  exprefs  it  better,  an 
affemblage  of  all  perfections.  No  bounds  can  be 
prefcribed  to  his  power ;  no  change  can  be  impu- 
ted to  his  will.  Wifdom,  goodnefs,  jufticc,  omni- 
potence, and  immutability,  compofc  his  being. 
This  God  hath  ever  exifted,  arid  will  exifr  for  e- 
ver.  This  is  the  definition  which  was  given  me 
by  one  of  the  Cucipatas  of  this  empire,  who  are 
ignorant  of  nothing  which  hath  part  fince,  or  e- 
ven  before  the  creation  of  the  world.  It  was  this 
God  who  placed  man  Ort  the  earth,  as  in  a  place 
of  delight.  He  prefently  plunged  them  into  an 
abyfs  of  pain  and  mifery,  after  which  he  deftroy- 
ed  them.  One  man  alone,  efcaped  the  general 
ruin,  and  re-peopled  the  world  with  men  ftill 
worfe  than  the  former.  However,  God  far  from 
punifhing  them,  chofe  out  a  certain  number,  to 
whom  he  dictated  his  laws,  and  promifed  to  fend 
them  his  fon.  But  this  ungrateful  people,  forget? 
ting  the  goodnefs  of  their  God,  facriheed  this  fon, 
the  deareft  pledge  of  his  goodnefs.  Become  by 
this  crime  the  object:  of  his  hatred,  this  nation  felt 
his  vengeance  ;  wandering  for  ever  from  country 
to  country,  they  fill  the  world  with  the  fpcctacls 
of  their  punifhment.  It  was  then  to  other  men, 
ftill  more  worthy  of  divine  wrath,  that  this  fo 
long  promifed  fon,  lavifh'd  his  benefits.  It  was 
for  them  he  inftituted  new  laws,  not  differing  in 
many  things  from  the  anfient. 

Behold,  my  friend,  the  conduct  of  this  God  to- 
wards men.  How  doth  it  agree  with  his  effence  ? 
He  is  almighty,  he  is  unchangeable.  He  created 
man  to  make  him  happy,  yet  notwithftanding,  no 
real  good  recompences  for  the  infirmities  to  which 
they  are  liable.     His  defire  is  to  make  them  hap- 
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„y  ;  his  laws  forbid  them  the  ufe  of  pleafures  he 
formed  for  them,  as  he  formed  them  for  pleafures. 
He  is  jult,  yet  he  puniib.es  not  the  defendants  for 
the  fame  crimes  he  punifhed  fo  feverely  in  their 
fathers.  He  is  good,  but  is  tired  of  clemency  al- 
moft  as  foon  as  he  is  of  feverity. 

Perfuaded  as  they  are,  of  the  goodnefs,  the 
power,  and  the  wifdom  of  this  God,  you  perhaps 
believe,  Kanbuifcap,  that  the  Spaniards,  faithful 
to  his  laws,  fcrupuloufly  follow  them.  If  you  i- 
magine  fo,  how  great  is  your  error  !  abandoned 
without  ceafmg  and  without  referve,  to  crimes 
forbidden  by  his  laws,  they  prove  that,  either  the 
jufrice  of  this  God  is  not  fufficiently  exact,  that  he 
puniib.es  not  thofe  actions  he  forbids,  or  that  his. 
laws  are  too  fevere,  that  forbid  thofe  actions 
which  his  goodnefs  hinders  him  to  punifli. 


LETTER     XIV. 

PERHAPS,  my  dear  friend,  you  have  imagin- 
ed, that  the  impatience  which  devoured 
my  heart,  is  foftned  by  time,  and  hath  at  length 
relaxed.  I  excufe  your  error,  I  have  myfelf  oc- 
cafioned  it.  The  reflections  to  which  you  have 
for  fome  time  obferved  me  to  be  given  up,  you 
think  could  not  proceed  but  from  a  mind  com- 
pofed.  Forfake  the  injurious  miftake.  Impatience 
often  borrows  the  moft  killing  weapons  from  the 
appearance  of  tranquillity.  I  have  but  too.well 
proved  it.  My  mind  contemplates,  with  an  un- 
lleady  eye,  the  various  objects  which  offer 
themfelves  before  me.  My  heart  is  not  lefs  a 
prey  to  impatience.  Ever  prefent  to  my  eyes, 
Z///A  deprives  me  of  repofe  ;  even  in  thofe  mo- 
ments in  which  my  philofophy  would  feem  to 
you  to  warrant  my  being  at  eafe. 

Sci- 
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Sciences  and  ftudy  may  amufc,  but  they  neve:' 
can  overcome  the  paffions.  Suppofing-they  had 
this  power,  how  could  they  employ  it  over  an  in- 
clination  which  reafon  authorizes  ?  You  know  it. 
My  love  is  not  one  of  thofe  vapours  which  fancy 
raifes  and  prefently  difpels.  Reafon,  which  made 
me  know  my  heart,  taught  me  that  it  was  form- 
ed to  love.  It  was  by  the  light  it  lent  me,  that 
I  firfr.  difcerned  love.  May  I  not  follow  it  ?  It 
{hewed  me  beauty.  In  the  eyes  of  Zilia,  it  made 
me  fee  its  power,  its  delights,  and  my  felicity ; 
and  far  from  oppofing  itfelf  to  my  happinefs,  rea- 
fon taught  me  love  was  no  other,  than  the  art  of 
producing  and  continuing  pleafures. 

Now  judge,  Kanhuifcap,  if  it  be  injhe  power 
of  philofophy  to  diminifh  my  love.  1  he  reflec- 
tions I  made  on  the  manners  of  the  Spaniards  did 
but  augment  it.  The  difproportion  of  virtue,  of 
beautyt  of  tendernefs,  which  I  obferved  between 
them  and  Zilia,  made  me  know  but  too  well, 
how  cruel  it  is  to  be  feparated  from  her. 

That  innocent  candour,  that  lovely  franknefs,- 
thofe  foft  tranfports  to  which  her  foul  refigned  it- 
felf, are  here,  but  veils  with  which  they  cover 
licentioufnefs  and  falfehood.  To  conceal  the  moft 
lively  ardour  ;  to  make  fhew  of  one  they  feel 
not  at  all,  far  from  being  punifhed,  here,  as  a 
crime,  is  counted  an  accomplishment.  To  deure 
to  pleafe  one  perlon  alone,  is  a  weaknefs  ;  not  to- 
be  pleafing  to  all,  is  Shameful.  Such  are  the  prin- 
ciples of  virtue,  which,  here,  they  engrave  on 
the  minds  of  women.  No  fooner  hath  one  of 
them  acquired  the  good  fortune,  if  one  it  is,  ot 
being  efteemed  handfome,  but  (he  mult  prepare 
herfelf  to  receive  the  homage  of  a  crowd  of  ado- 
rers, to  which  fhe  muft  render  account  for  their 
B  4  worlnipj' 
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worfhip,  at  lead  by  a  glance  of  the  eye  once  a 
day.  When  the  lady  who  is  thus  reputed,  hap- 
pens to  be  what  they  call  a  Coquet,  the  firft  ftep 
Hie  hath  to  take,  is  to  diftinguifh  among  the 
crowd  of  adorers,  him  who  hath  the  moft  money. 
This  difcovery  once  made,  all  her  thoughts,  her 
actions  muft  tend  to  be  agreeable  to  him  ;  {he  fuc- 
ceeds,  Ihe  marries  him  ;  fhe  then  examines  her 
heart.  Her  beauty  takes  new  luftre,  fhe  appears 
every  day  in  the  temples  and  places  of  the  great- 
eft  refort;  there,  thro'  a  veil  which  conceals  her 
blufhes  and  the  motions  of  her  eyes,  fhe  paffes  in 
review   before   her  languishing  admirers. 

Alvarez  and  Pedro  prefently  divide  her  heart. 
She  hefitates  between  them,  and  decides  in  favour 
of  the  firft,  conceals  her  choice  from  both,  and 
fuffers  them  a  while  to  figh.  Without  difcou- 
raging  Pedro,  fhe  makes  Jllvare-z.  happy  ;  difguft- 
ed  with  him  fhe  returns  to  Pedro,  whorh  fhe 
foon  abandons  for  another.  This  is  not  the  moft 
difficult  of  her  exploits,  fhe  muft  perfwade  the 
world  that  fhe  loves  her  hufband,  and  make  her 
hufband  convinced  of  the  happinefs  he  enjoys  in  a 
difcreet  wife. 

The  publick  alfo  hath  its  tafk  to  perform,  in 
which  it  acquits  itfelf  exceeding  well  :  It  is,  that 
the  hufband  fhould  at  all  times  be  put  in  mind  that 
he  is  married  to  a  fine  lady. 

There  is  not  one,  except  Zulmira,  whofe 
heart  is  not  influenced  by  thefe  contagious 
examples.  I  imagined  while  fhe  was  yet  a 
child,  that  fhe  entertained  a  dangerous  defire  of 
pleafing.  Her  leaft  motion,  her  moft  indiffe- 
rent looks,  have  always  fomething  which  feems  to 
proceed  from  defign.  Her  difcourfe  is  engaging, 
her  eyes  paffionate,  and  her  affecting  voice  is  often 
loft  in  tender  fighs.     It  is  thus  Kanhuifcap,    that 

in 
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in  this  place,  by  different  fecrets,  virtue  hath  the 
appearance  of  vice,  and  vice  covers  itfelf  under 
the  cloak  of  virtue. 


LETTER     XV, 

O  TRUTH,  which  ftill  aftonifhes  me  !  O 
wifdom,  profound  !  Kanhuifcap,  the  Sun, 
that  mafter-piece  of  nature  ;  the' Earth,  *  that 
fruitfuf  mother,  are  not  Gods  !  a  Creator  different 
from  ours  hath  produced  them,  and  with  one 
look  he  can  deftroy  them.  Confounded  in  a  va.ft 
heap,  wr.ap'd  up  in  grofs  matter,  from  the 
womb  of  cpnfufion,  he  drew  forth  thofe'  enlight- 
nin<r  ftars,  and  the  people  who  adore  them.  To 
all  "matter  he  gave  productive  virtue.  At  his 
voice' the  Sun  diftributes  light  ;  the  Moon  receives 
its  rays  and  tranfmits  them  to  us ;  the  earth  brings 
forth  and  nouriiheth  with  its  juices,  thofe  trees, 
thofe  animals  which  we  worfhip.  The  fe'a,  which 
a  God  alone  can  rule,  feeds  us  with  the  fifties 
which  it  contains,  -and  man,  created  mafter  of 
the  univerfe,  reigns  over  every  animal,  i 

Behold,  dear  friend,  the  fecrets,  ignorance  of 
which  hath  caufed  our  misfortunes.  If  we  knew, 
as  the  Spaniards  do,  the  fecrets  of.  nature,  we 
fhould  have  known,  that  that  thunder  which  they 
launched  at  us,  was  no  other  than  an  heap  of  mat- 
ter which  our  own  foil  contains.  That  even 
THapa,  that  terrible  God,  was  but  a  vapour  which 
the  earth  produces  and  which  chance  directs  in  Its: 
fall. 

It  would  in  effecT:  feem,  Kanhuifcap,  that  na- 
ture difguifes  nothing  from  thefe  people.     Its  o- 
B   c  pcrations- 

*  The  Peruvians  worfhip  the  Earth,  H?der  the 
name  of  Mamacbaa, 
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perations  the  moft  fecret,  are  known  to  them. 
Their  difcernment  reaches  to  the  higheft  of  the 
heavens,  and  depths  the  moft  profound.  It  would, 
feem  that  it  is  not  in  the  power  of  nature  to  pre- 
vent what  they  have  once  forefeen.. 


LETTER     XVI. 

COULD  I  have  ever  forefeen,  Katihuifcap,. 
that  this  people,  which  reafon  itfelf:  feems 
to  enlighten,  were  Haves  to  the  opinion  of  their 
anceftors  ?  However  falfe  it  may  be,  an  opinion 
once  received,  is  followed.  It  is  not  to  be  con- 
tended without  the  hazard,  at  leaft,  of  being  re- 
proached with  Angularity.. 

Natural  fentiment,  that  voice  fo  diftinguifh- 
able,  which  fpeaks  to  us  without  ceafing  :  that 
fhining  light  is  extinguished  by  prejudice..  It  is  a 
tyrant,  which,  tho'  it  be  abhorred,  is  never  the 
lefs  powerful ;  a  deceiver,  which  tho'  it  be  known, 
is  ftill  more  dangerous. 

This  tyrant,   however,  is  not  hard   to  over- 
come,   if  it   had  not  an  affiftant  in  fuperftition, 
more  dangerous  than   itfelf.     It  is  a  falfe  light, 
which  here  conduces  the  greater  part  of  mankind, 
which  makes   them  prefer  groundlefs  notions  to, 
the  force  of  truth.     A  man  who  fhall  vifit  the 
temples  many  times  in  a  day,   if  he  appears  with 
an  hypocritical  and  folemn  air,   whatfoever  vice 
lie  may  be  a  prey  to,   mall  be  efteemed  ;  whilft 
the  moft  virtuous,  who  hath  thrown  off  the  yoke 
of  prejudice,  fhall  be  in  contempt.     A  man  of 
fenfe  ought  never   to  hearken  to  prejudice.     An 
unprejudiced  perfon  paffes  here  for  impious.     It  is. 
not  permitted,   here,    to  be  only  what  you  may 
call  prudent  j    you  rn.uft  bey  moreover,  devout, 
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or  be  diftinguifhed  by  the  nameof  Libertine.  The 
difpenfers  of  publick  efteem,  thofe  folks  in  them- 
felves  contemptible,  will  allow  of  no  intermedi- 
ate degree.  To  be  neither  devout  nor  libertine, 
is  with  them  a  Paradox.  It  is,  in  their  hoodwink'd 
eyes,  to  be  a  thing  amphibious,  a  Monfter.- 

The  Spaniards  have  two  deities,    the  one  pre- 
fides   over  virtue,   and   the  other   over  vice.     If 
without   any   fhew  or  affectation,    you  content 
yourfelf  with   facrificing  in  private  to   the  firft, 
you  are  immediately  charged   with  being  devoted 
to  the  other.     It  is   not  that  the  empire  of  virtue 
is  abfolute..    His  fubjects  have  a  great  deal  to  ap- 
prehend from  the  God  of  vice.    They  are  always  ■ 
to  appear  in  publick,  with  arms  proper  to  with-- 
ftand   him,  and  which  do  not  at  all  times  fuffice- 
to  overcome  him. 

They  feized  a  man  the  other  day,  and  they  o- 
penly  told  him,  that  it  muit  have  been  the  devil 
who  led  him  to  this  abominable  excefs.  There 
was,  however, .  faftened  about  his  neck,  a  kind  of 
firing  *  which  had  been  conl'ecrated  by  the  Cuci- 
patas,  to  the  God  of  goodnefs.  He  held  in  one 
hand,  certain-  large  grains,  ftrung  on  another" 
firing,,  which  had  a  power  to  put  to  flight  the  in- 
itigator  of  his  crime,  and  in  the  other  hand  the. 
poinard,  with  which  he  committed  it. 

I  was  conduced  into  a  fpacious  place,  where 
a  prodigious  number  of  people  exprefled  extreme 
joy  to  fee  feveral  like  themfelves  burning..  The 
lingular  habit  in  which  they  were  dreffed,  the  fa- 
tisfied  air  of  the  priefts  who  led  them  in  triumph, 
made  me  take  them  to  be  vi&ims  which  thofe  fa- 
vages  were  about  to  facrifice  to  their  Gods.  What, 
was  my  aftonifhment  when  I  underftood  that  the 
J  God- 

*  The  Scapular;  and  the  Beads, 
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God  of  thefe  barbarians,  bad  in  horror,  not  on- 
ly the  blood  of  Men,  but  ftill  that  of  animals  '■ 
With  what  horror  was  I  feized,  when  I  recollecl- 
ed  that  it  was  to  the  God  of  goodnefs  that  thofe 
unaccountable  priefts  were  about  to  make  thofe 
odious  facrifices. 

Thefe  Gucipatas,  do  they  think  thus  to  appeafe 
their  God  ?  the  very  expiation  muft  much  more 
offend  him  than  the  crimes  that  irritated  him  a- 
gainft  them. 


LETTER    XVIL 

TH  E  defire  you  appear  to  have,  my  faithful 
friend,  to  be  informed,  pleafes  and  embar- 
rafTes  me  at  the  fame  time.  You  require  of  me 
certainties ;  explanations  of  the  difcoveries  I  have 
made  to  you.  Your  doubts  are  to  be  excufed, 
but  I  cannot  fatisfy  you  in  all  you  require.  I 
could  better  have  done  it  fome  time  ago.  I  con- 
ceive things  much  more  readily  than  I  defcribe 
them,  and  my  mind  more  ready  than  my  hand 
found  evidence,  where  now  it  finds  nothing  but 
uncertainties. 

Two  days  ago  I.  faw  the  earth  round,  at  pre- 
fent  they  perfuade  me  that  it  is  flat.  Of  thefe  two 
ideas,  my  reafon  will  admit  but  one.  which  is 
not  to  be  doubted  ;  that  it  cannot  at  the  fame 
time  be  both  one  and  the  other.  'Tis  thus  it  of- 
ten happens  that  error  conducts  us  to  the  truth. 

I  was  informed  the  other  day,  by  one  of  thefe 
men  they  call  philofophers,  that  the  Sun  moved 
round  the  earth.  I  did  believe  him  ;  he  convin- 
ced me.  Another  came,  he  told  me  quite  the 
contrary.  I  caufed  the  firft  to  be  called,  and 
made  myfelf  judge  of  their  djfpute.     All  I  could 
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learn  from  their  controverfy  was,  that  it  was  pof- 
fible  either  for  the  one  or  the  other  planet,  to 
make  this  circumvolution,  and  that  the  anceftor 
of  one  of  the  difputants  had  borne  a  confiderable 
office. 

Behold  all  the  knowledge  I  am  like  to  acquire 
by  the  converfation  of  thefe  men,  whole  know- 
ledge at  firft  furprized  me.  The  more  than  or- 
dinary efteem  they  are  held  in,  is  a  thing  that  a- 
ftoniflies  me.  Is  it  poffible  that  a  people  of  fo 
much  understanding,  {liquid  make  fuch  account 
of  perfons  .who  have  no  other  merit  but  that  of 
thinking.  Reafon,  furely  muft  be  a  thing  very 
rare  amongft  them. 

A  man  hath  fingular  notions,  fpeaks  little,  ne- 
ver fmiles,  argues  continually,  proud,  but  poor; 
he  cannot  make  himfelf  remarkable  by  fine  drefs  ; 
he  fupplies  that  defect  ;  he  diftinguifhes  himfelf  by 
the  vileft  rags.  He  is  a  philofopher,  he  hath  a 
privilege  to  be  void  of  fliame. 

Another,  who  is  yet  young,  would  make  phi- 
lofophy  a  court-lady.  He  hides  her  under  coftly 
drefs  ;  paints  her,  prefents  her,  fhe  is  light,  chear- 
ful,  perfumed.  People  accuftomed  to  take  things 
by  appearance,  no  longer  know  her.  Philofophy 
is  but  a  dunce,  to  fufpecl:  it  of  thinking,  you  may 
as  well  accule  it  of  conftancy. 

TLais  had  the  vapours,  Alonza  told  me  ;  fhe 
muft  have  fome  pretext.  Philofophy  appeared 
moll  plaufible  to  Zais.  She  neglefted  nothing 
which  would  make  her  pafs  for  a  proficient.  She 
already  fancied  herfelf  fuch.  Caprice,  fullennefs, 
and  pride,  put  her  in  poffeffion  of  that  title.  All 
fhe  wanted  was  a  lover,  fingular  as  herfelf;  him 
(he  obtained. 

Zais  and  her  lover  compole  an  academy. 
Their  houfe  is  a.i  obfervatory.     Tho'  already  in 

years 
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years,  in  her  garden  (be  is  Flora  ;  in  her  balcony,, 
fhe  is  Urania.     Of  her  ill-favour'd,    out-of-the- 
way  lover,  me  makes  a  Celadon.      What  is  want- 
in<*  to  a  fpeclacle  fo  ridiculous  ?  Lookers  on. 

Philofophy,  Kanhuifcap,  is  here,  lefs  the  art 
of  thinking,  than  it  is  that  of  thinking  with  Angu- 
larity. All  the  world  are  philofophers  ;  to  appear 
fo,  is,  however,  as  you  fee,  not  fo  eafy  a  mat- 
ter. 


LETTER     XVIII. 

OF  all  things  which  ftrike  my  amazed  eyes, 
Kanhuifcap,  nothing  furprizes  me  more 
than  the  manner  in  which  the  Spaniards  behave 
to  their  wives..  The  particular  care  they  take  to 
hide  them,  makes  me  almoft  believe  that  they  are 
ravifhers  rather  than  hufbands..  What  other  oc- 
cafion  mould  induce  them  to  it,  if  it  be  not  the 
fear  that  the  true  owners  fhould  require  from 
them,  what  they  had  unjuflly  obtained  ?  Or  can 
they  be  afhamed  to  adorn  themfelves  with  what 
love  has  beftowed  them  ? 

Thefe  barbarians  know  not  what  pleafure  it  is 
to  be  feen  together  with  thofe  who  one  loves  ;  to 
fhevv  the  whole  world  the  delicacy  of  their  choice, 
or  the  prize  they  have  obtained  ;  to  fhine  in  pub- 
lick  with  the  fires  kindled  in  fecret,  and  to  fee  ex- 
tended thro'  a  thoufand  hearts,  thofe  homages 
which  one  alone  cannot  fuffice  to  render  up  to 
beauty.— Zilia  !  O  my  deareft  'Mia!  cruel 
Gods  !  why  am  I  depriv'd  of  her  fight  ?;  My  re- 
gards united  to  hers,  by  tendernefs  and  pleafure, 
ihould  teach  thofe  ftupid  mortals,  that  there  is  no 
ornament  fo  precious  as  the  chains  of  love. 

I  be- 
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I  believe,  however,  that  jealoufy  is  the  motive 
which  occafions  tlie  Spaniards  thus  to  hide  their 
wives  ;  or  rather  it  is  the  perfidioufnefs  of  wives,, 
which  compels  their  hufbands  to  this  tyranny.. 
Conjugal  fidelity,  is  what  they  fo  freely  fwcar  to, 
that  we  are  not  to  be  furprized  they  regard  it  (o 
little.  We  fee  here,  every  day,  the  reprefenta- 
tives  of  wealthy  families,  unite,  without  relifh  ; 
live  together,  without  efteem  ;  and  part  without 
reoret.  However  little  you  may  think,  of  this,. 
tis  ftiE  unhappy.  *  Tho'  to  be  beloved  by  a 
wife  is  not  an  happinefs,  'tis  a  misfortune  to  be 
hated  by  her. 

That  virginity  which  is  prefcribed  by  religion, 
is  not  much  fecurer  than  conjugal  chaftity  ;  at 
leaft  it  is  not,  except  in  appearance. 

There  are  here,  as  well  as  in  the  city  of  the 
Sun,  virgins  confecrated  to  the  divinity.  They, 
however,  converfe  familiarly  with  men  ;  a  grate 
only  feparates-  them.  I  cannot  difcover  the  ufe 
of  this  feparation,  for  if  they  have  ftrength  fuffi- 
cient  to  preferve  their  virtue  in  the  conversation 
of  men  whom  they  fee  continually,  of  what  ufe 
is  the  grate  ?  And  if  love  enters  their  heart ;  how 
weak  the  obftacle  to  oppofe  to  it,  a  bar,  which 
excites  the  eyes,  and  gives  way  to  the  heart  to 
exprefs  its  fentiments. 

A  kind  of  Cucipatas  are  affiduous  attendants  on 
thefe  virgins  whom  they  call  nuns,  and  under 
pretext  of  infbiring  them  with  a  devotion  more 
pure,  they  excite,  and  caufe  to  anfe  in  them  de- 
fires  to  which  they  are  a  prey.  That  art,  which 
t-ems  to  be  banilhed  from  their  heart,  is  not, 
however,  from  their  drefs,  or  from  their  gefture, 

A.  pnr~ 

*  This  fentiment  is  fomething  odd,  and  from  one 
too,,  who  profeffes  himfeif  an  ardent  lover. 
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A  particular  fold  which  muft  be  given  to  a  veil  ; 
an  humble  look,  an  attitude  which  they  muft 
learn,  is  the  employment  of  a  great  part  of  the 
time,  the  pains,  and  the  attention  of  a  nun.  The 
eyes  of  a  nun  are  more  practifed  than  the  eyes  of 
others,  they  difcover  by  refemblance  all  the  move- 
ments of  the  heart.  Tcndernefs,  fimplicity,  lan- 
guifhings,  anger,  grief,  defpair,  and  pleafure ; 
all  are  there  expreffed  :  and  if  the  curtain  be  let 
fall  for  a  moment  on  this  picture,  it  is  but  to  give 
time  to  fet  another  in  its  place.  What  difference 
there  is  between  the  laft  looks  of  one  nun,  and 
of  die  other  who  comes  after  her  !  all  this  contri- 
vance is  the  work  of  a  fingle  man.  A  Curipata 
hath  the  direction  of  a  convent  of  virgins ;  every 
one  of  them  has  a  defire  to  pleafe  him.  They  be- 
come coquets,  and  the  director,  how  dull  foever 
he  be,  muft  put  on  an  air  of  coquetry  ;  gratitude 
obliges  him  to  it,  and  fure  of  pleafmg,  he  feeks 
new  means  to  make  himfelf  beloved.  He  fuc- 
ceeds,  and  makes  himfelf  in  a  manner  adored. 
May  not  this  feem  an  inftance  of  it  ?  A  nun  hath 
made  a  cap  for  the  image  of  the  God  of  the  Spa- 
niards, of  a  friar's  hair. 

They  {hewed  me  a  letter,  written  by  a  nun  to 

father  T ,  of  which  thcfe  are  the  contents. — 

"  Lord  !  father,  how  unjuft  you  are  !  father 
"  Angela  never  employed  my  thoughts  one  in- 
"  ftant.  Far  from  being  raifed  to  an  extacy  by 
"  his  fermon,  as  you  reproach  me,  during  his 
"  whole  difcourfe,  my  thoughts  were  employed 
"  on  nothing  but  you.  Yes,  father,  a  fingle 
"  word  from  your  mouth,  makes  more  impref- 
"  fion  on  my  heart,  on  this  heart,  with  which 
"  you  feem  fo  little  acquainted,  than  all  father 
"  Anplo  could  fay  for  years  together  ;  even  tho'  . 
"  it  fliould  be  in  the  little  parlour,  where  he 

"  thinks 


t     41      ] 

«'  thinks  he  entertains  himfclf  fo  well  with 

"  It"  my  eyes  feemed  enflamed,  it  was  becaufeyou 
"  were  prcfent  when  he  preached.  Why  do 
"  you  not  enter  into  my  heart,  there  to  read 
"  more  fully  than  I  can  write  ?  You  came  into 
"  the  parlour,  and  you  made  no  enquiry  for  me. 
"  Have  you  forgotten  ? — Will  you  not  remem- 
"  ber  ? — You  gave  me  not  one  glance  of  your 
•*  eye,  yefterday,  during  the  whole  fervice. 
"  Will  God  afflict  me  fo  far,  as  to  deprive  me 
"  of  the  confolation  I  receive  from  you  ?  For 
"  God's  fake,  father,  do  not  abandon  me  in  the 
"  condition  in  which  I  am  plunged.  I  am  to  be 
"  pitied,  I  am  fo  much  difordered,  and  if  you 
"  have  not  compaffion  on  me,  you  fhortly  will 
e<  not  know  the  unfortunate 

THERESA. 

"  OurTouriere  will  fend  you  an  almond  cake 
"  of  my  making.      I  fend  with  this  letter  a  billet 

"  from  lifter  A ,  written  to  father  X , 

"  I  found  a  way  to  intercept  it.  I  believe  it  will 
"  amufeyou. — Oh  !  that — the  clock  ftrikes — 
"  farewel."  After  this,  Kanhuifcap,  will  you 
riot  agree  that  the  Spaniards  are  as  ridiculous  in 
their  amours,  as  they  are  outrageous  in  their  cru- 
elties ? 

The  houfe  of  Alonzo,  is  the  only  one,  I  believe, 
where  fincerity  and  found  fenfe  prevail.  I  know 
not  what  to  think  of  the  looks  of  Zulmira. — Too 
tender,  to  be  the  effect  of  defign  ;  and  too  ftudied 
to  proceed  from  the  heart. 

LETTER     XIX. 

TO  think,  is  an  art ;   to  know  one's  felf  is  a 
talent.     Every  one,  Kanhuifcap,  hath  not 

the 
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the  gift  of  reading  in  his  own  heart.  A  certain 
kinJofPhilofophers,  here,  have  alone  this  right, 
or  rather  that  of  embroiling  this  faculty.  Far 
from  employing  themfelves  in  correcling  the  paf- 
fions,  they  content  themfelves  in  knowing 
whence  they  proceed  ;  and  this  knowledge 
which  ought  to  make  the  vicious  blufh,  ferves  on- 
ly to  make  them  think  they  have  a  further  merit 
in  the  barren  knowledge  they  have  of  their  own 
imperfections. 

Metaphyficians,  thus  they  flile  thofe  philofo- 
phers,  diftinguidi  three  powers  in  Man  ;  the  Soul, 
the  Undcrftanding  and  the  Will  ;  and  all  their 
fkill  amounts  to  the  difcovering  which  of  thefe 
three  powers  produced  fuch  or  fuch  an  action. 
This  difcovery  once  made,  they  glory  in  it  out  of 
meafure.  Virtue  is  not  of  importance  to  them, 
it  is  enough  for  them  if  they  know  from  whence 
it  proceeds.  Exaftly  like  thofe  people  who  take 
difguft  at  the  moll  excellent  wines,  as  foon  as 
they  learn  that  it  came  from  a  place  of  fmall  re- 
pute. 

It  is  on  this  fame  principle  that,  befotted. 
with  a  kind  of  learning  which  is  thought  rare,  a 
metaphyfician  will  let  no  opportunity  flip  of  dif- 
playing  his  knowledge.  If  he  writes  to  his  mi- 
ftrefs,  his  letter  is  a  ftria  analyfis  of  the  fmallefl 
faculties  of  the  foul. 

His  miftrefs  thinks  herfelf  obliged  to  anfwer 
him  in  the  fame  key,  and  they  both  confound 
themfelves  in  chimerical  diftinaions  and  expref- 
iions  which  cufrom  hath  introduced,  but  which 
it  cannot  render  intelligible. 

The  refledions  which  you  make  on  the  man- 
ners o,  the  Spaniards,  will  fpeedily  lead  you  to- 
tuch  as  I  have  made. 

Why 
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Why  is  not  my  heart  at  liberty  !  Generous 
friend  !  I  fhould  then,  paint  with  more  vigour, 
thoughts  which  now  have  no  other  order  than 
that  which  I  can  give  them,  in  the  agitation  I  am 
in.  The  time  approaches  when  my  misfortunes 
will  have  an  end.  XiHa  at  length  will  appear  to 
my  impatient  eyes.  The  idea  of  this  plcafure 
difturbs  my  rcafon.  I  fly  towards  her  ;  I  fee  her, 
the  (harer  of  my  ardour  and  of  my  pleafures. 
Tender  tears  ftream  from  our  eyes,  reunited  after 
our  misfortunes. — What  a  grievous  dartnow  paf- 
fes  through  my  foul  !  Kanbuifcap  !  In  what 
frightful  ftate  doth  flic  find  me  ?  Vile  Have  to  a 
barbarian  whofe  chains  perhaps  fhe  alfo  wears.  In 
the  court  of  a  proud  conqueror,  will  flie  know  a- 
gain  her  lover  ?  Can  me  think  that  he  is  ftill  alive  ? 
She  is  in  flavery. — Can  file  believe  that  obftacles 

powerful  enough  to Kanbuifcap,  what  am  I 

to  expect  ?  What  fate  is  there  referv'd  for  me  ? 
When  I  was  worthy  of  her,  cruel  Gods  !  you 
tore  her  from  my  arms  ;  and  muft  I  find  in  her, 
but  one  witnefs  more  of  my  difgrace  ?  Barbarous 
element,  which  reftores  to  me  my  love,  can 
you  give  me  back  my  glory  ? 


LETTER     XX. 

WHAT  cruel  God  with-holds  from  me. 
the  darknefs  of  the  tomb  ?  What  trea- 
cherous pity,  makes  me  fee  again  the  light,  which 
I  deteft  ?  Kanbuijcap,  my  misfortunes  encreafe 
with  my  days,  and  my  ftrength  encreafes  itfelf 
with  the  excefsof  my  forrows — Zilia  is  no  more. 
—Dreadful  Defpair— Cruel  Fate  !    Zilia  is  no 

more,, 


f     4+     3 
more,  and  yet  I  ftill  am  living  ;  and  my  hands 
which  my  forrow  fhouk!  bind  up,  can  yet  form 
thefe  knots  which  grief  conducts,  tears  moiften, 
and  defpair  fends  to  you. 

The  Sun  hath  in  vain  travelled  thro'  a  third 
part  of  its  courfe  fince  you  rent  my  heart 
with  the  fatal  ftroke.  The  refignment,  the  in- 
fenfibility  which  hath  to  this  day  taken  poffeffion 
of  my  foul,  is  all  in  vain.  My  grief,  fruitlefsly 
withheld,   becomes  only  the  more  ftrong.  I  have 

loft  Zilia. An  unmeafurable  length  of  time 

feemed  to  have  feparated  us.  I  have  loft  her  now 
for  ever.  The  dreadful  ftroke  which  tore  her 
from  me  ;  the  faithlefs  element  which  contains 
her  ;  all  prefent  themfelves  to  my  grief.  I  fee 
Zilia  riling  on  the  hateful  waves.  The  Sun  hides 
himfelf  with  horror  in  the  profound  abyfs.  The 
fea  would  conceal  its  crime  from  this  God,  but'lt 
cannot  hide  it  from  me.  Thro'  its  waves  I  fee 
the  corpfe  of  Zilia — her  eyes — her  bofom — a  li- 
vid palenefs — Friend  ! — inexorable  death  !  death 
which  flies  from  me — Gods  more  cruel  in  your 
bounty  than  your  rigours  !  Gods,  who  let  me 
live !  will  you  never  re-unite  thofe  you  cannot 
feparate. 

In  vain  Kanhuifcap,  I  call  on  death,  which 
they  keep  from  me — The  murderer  is  deaf  to  my 
voice,  and  keeps  his  darts  for  thofe  who  would 
avoid  them. 

Zilia,  my  dear  Zilia  hears  my  cries,  fees  my 
flowing  tears — you  are  no  more — I  live  not  but 
to  weep.  Why  am  I  not  drowned  in  the  torrent 
of  my  tears  ?  Why  can  I  not  ?— Are  you  then  no 
more,  foul  of  my  foul  ?  You— my  hands  refufe 

their  affiftance My  grief  overcomes  me ■ 

Dreadful  defpair! Tears— love— a  chillnefs 

unknown Zilia,  Kanhuifcap— Zilia. 

L  E  T- 


[     45.     ] 
LETTER    XXI. 

WHAT  will  be  your  furprize  Kanbuifcap, 
when  thofe  knots  which  my  hands  can 
fcarcely  form,  lhall  let  you  know  that  I  am  ltill 
alive  ?  My  grief,  .  my  defpair,  the  time  which  I 
have  part  without  informing  you  of  my  fate,  every 
thing  fhould  confirm  you  that  I  was  dead.  Put 
an  end  to  the  regrets  due  to  friendfhip,  to  efteem, 
to  misfortune;  but  let  not  my  being  ftill  alive 
occafion  you  to  lament  my  weaknefs.  In  vain 
the  lofs  of  Zilia,  fhould  have  been  that  of  my  life. 
The  Gods,  who  would  have  forgiven  the  crime  of 
haftening  my  death,  deprived  me  of  the  ftrength 
to  commit  it. 

Overcome  by  grief,  I  fcarce  perceived  the  ap- 
proach of  death,  which  would  have  put  an  end  to 
my  misfortunes.  A  dangerous  ficknefs  feized 
my  budy  and  would  have  brought  me  to  the 
grave,  if  the  cruel  cares  of  Jlonzo  had  not  ex- 
tended the  limits  of  my  days. 

I  live,  but  it  is  only  to  be  a  prey  to  the  moft 
cruel  torments.  Every  thing  is  afflicting  to  me 
in  the  dreadful  ftate  1  am  in.  The  friendfhip 
of  Jhnzo,  the  grief  of  Xulmira  ;  their  attention, 
their  tears,  all  are  heavy  to  me.  Alone,  with 
myfelfin  the  midft  of  people  I  am  encompafled 
with,  I  only  perceive  them  to  fhun  them.  Could, 
Kanbuifcap,  a  friend,  lefs  unhappy,  recompence 
you  for  your  virtue  ?  A  lover,  too  unfortunate 
to  be  a  grateful  friend  ?  Can  I  tafte  the  fweets 
pf  friendfhip,  when  I  am  given  up  by  love  to  the 
mo&  cruel  Ibrrows  ? 

LET- 


[     4&     J 
LETTER     XXII. 

FRIENDSHIP  at  length  reftores  me  to  you 
and  to  myfelf,  Kanhuifcap,  Alonzo  too  much 
affected  by  my  grief,  would  difpel  it,  or  at  lead 
fhare  in  my  forrows.  With  this  defign  he  hath 
brought  me  to  a  country  houfe,  fome  diftance 
from  Madrid.  'Tis  here  that  I  have  the  pleafure 
to  meet  with  nothing  but  what  correfponds  with 
my  forrows.  A  grove  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
Jlonzo's  palace,  hath  been  a  long  time  the  depo- 
sitory of  my  fecret  forrows.  I  behold  nothing 
here  but  objects  proper  to  nourifh  my  grief. 
Frightful  rocks,bigh  mountains  ftripp'd  of  verdure, 
thick  ftreams  which  roll  on  the  mudd,  fable  pines, 
whofe  melancholy  branches  feem  to  reach  the 
clouds,  parch'd  turf,  wither'd  flowers,  ravens  and 
ferpents  are  the  only  witneffes  of  my  tears. 

Alon%o  foon  removed  me  from  this  difmal 
place.  It  was  then  that  1  difcovered,  how  much 
forrows  are  lightened  when  they  are  fhared  ;  and 
how  much  I  am  indebted  to  the  tender  care  of 
Zulmira  and  Alonzo.  How  can  I  find  colours 
lively  enough  to  paint  the  grief  which  my  misfor- 
tunes occafion  to  them  ?  Zulmira,  the  tender 
"Zulmira,  honours  them  with  her  tears.  Within 
a  very  little,  her  grief  is  equal  to  mine.  Pale, 
down-caft,  her  eyes  unite  themfelves  to  mine  and 
flow  in  tears,  whilft  Alon%o  laments  my  misfor- 
tunes. 


LETTER     XXIII. 

ZULMIRA,  whofe  cares  were  all  for  the  un- 
happy A%a  ;   Zulmira,  the  partaker  of  my 
forrows,  who  trembled  for  my' life,  is  about  to 

end 
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end  her  own ;    every  moment  increafes  her  dan- 
ger, and  diminiflies  her  ftrength. 

Giving  way  at  length  to  the  tendernefs,  to  the 
prayers  of  her  father,  weeping  at  her  feet  without 
hope  of  giving  her  relief,  Zulmira  hath  fpoken.— . 
'Tis  I,  'tis  Aza,  whom  misfortune  muft  ever  ac- 
company, who  has  fixed  death  in  her  bofom. 
'Tis  unhappy  I,  whofe  torn  heart  pants  not  but 
with  defpair,  and  whofe  blood  is  wholly  changed 
into  a  deadly  poifon.  I  have  torn  'Zulmira  from 
her  father,  from  my  friend.  She  loves  me,  fhe 
dies.     Alon%o  follows  her Zilia  is  no  more. 

I  have  felt  your  forrows ;  come  and  partake  of 
mine,  faid  the  unhappy  father.  Unhappy 
man,  whofe  misfortunes  I  lament,  at  the 
fame  time  that  I  entreat  him  to  comfort  mine. 
Come,  reftore  me  my  life,  give  me  again  my 
daughter  ;  have  fome  fenfe  of  friendfhip,  it  is  in 
your  power.     The  nobleft  of  all  virtues  will  be 

no  blemifh  to  your    love come,   follow  me. 

At  thefe  words,  which  ended  with  repeated  fobs, 
he  led  me  to  the  apartment  of  his  daughter ;  I 
entered  into  it  with  groans.  The  palenefs  of 
death  was  fpread  over  all  her  features  ;  her  faded 
eyes  were  enlivened  at  my  approach.  It  feem- 
ed  that  my  prefencegave  new  life  to  the  unhappy 
Zulmira. 

I  die,  faid  fhe  with  a  broken  voice.  I  /hall 
fee  you  no  more.  Behold,  my  whole  concern  ! 
At  leaft,^za,  before  my  death,  I  can  tell  you  that 
I  love  you.  I  can — yes — remember  that  Zul- 
mira carries  with  her  to  the  grave,that  love  which 
fhe  could  not  hide.  Thofe  looks  which  have  fo 
often  laid  open  her  heart,  your  indifference — at 
length  I  upbraid  you  not  on  this  account — your 
notice  of  me  would  have  fhown  me  your  incon- 
fliancy — Devoted  to  another  from  whom  even 

death 
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death  could  not  divide  you,  yet  fhe  cannot  pre- 
vent the  love  I  have  for  you. — I  prefer  it  before 
the  cure  of  a  difeafe  which  I  indulge — of  a  difeafe 
— A%a. — She  offer'd  me  one  of  her  hands — but 
her  ftrength   forfook    her — fhe   falls — her   eyes 
clofe. — Whilft  I  upbraid  myfelf  with  her  death, 
I  join  my  cares  to  thofe  of  her  defpairihg  father, 
which  with  other  affiftance  bring  her  again  to 
life.     Her  eyes  unclofe  again,  and  tho'  dim,  fix 
themfelves  on  me,  and  difcover  to  me  the  moft 
tender  love — Aza, — dza,  again,  faid  fhe  to  me, 
do  not  hate  me.     Pitying  her  fate,  1  threw  my- 
felf at  her  knees. — A  Hidden  jov  fparkles  in  her 
looks,  but  not  able  to  fuftain  the  emotion  which 
fhe  feels  in  her  foul,  fhe  falls  again. — They  re- 
move me  from  her  to  fave  her  from  fuch   dange- 
rous agitations. 

What  think  you,  Kanhuifcap,  of  thofe  new 
misfortunes  to  which  I  am  expofed  ?  Of  the  inex- 
preffible  grief  I  bring  among  thofe  to  whom  I  am 
indebted  for  all  things  r  This  new  affliction  hath 
joined  itfelf  to  thofe  who  accompany  me  in  thofe 
difmal  defarts,  where  love,  death,  defpair,  pur- 
fue  me  without  ceafino. 


LETTER    XXIV. 

MY  friend,  the  fate  of  Alonzo  is  changed  ; 
grief  which  overcame  him,  hath  given 
place  to  joy.  Zulmira,  ready  to  delcend  to  the 
grave  is  reftored  to  life.  No  longer  now  the  fame 
Zulmira,  whom  ficknefs  had  brought  fo  low  ; 
her  eyes  re-animated  give  luftre  to  thofe  graces 
and  that  beauty  which  adorn  her  youth. 

.  Whilft  I  admire  her  reviving  charms,  will )  ou 
believe  it  ?  Far  from  fpeaking  to  me  of  her  love, 

fhe 
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{he,  on  the  contrary  feems  confounded  at  the  ac- 
knowledgment which  efcaped  her.  Her  eyes  de- 
cline whenever  they  meet  with  mine.  My  pain 
is  fufpended,  but  alas  !  How  fhort  is  this  calm  ? 
Zilia,  my  dear  Zilia  !  Can  I  overcome  my  far- 
row? Forgive  me  the  moment,  I  have  withdrawn 
myfelf  from  it.  Hereafter  I  confecrate  to  it  all 
thofe  which  my  misfortunes  leave  me. 

Do  not  believe,  Kanhuifcap,  that  the  fears 
which  Alonzo  expreffes  for  Zitlmira,  can  fhake 
my  conftancy.  In  vain  he  reprefents  the  empire 
of  dza  over  the  heart  of  his  daughter,  the  joy 
which  our  union  would  caufe,  the  death  which 
would  attend  our  feparation.  I  am  filent  in  the 
prefence  of  this  unhappy  father.  My  heart, 
faithful  to  its  paffion,  is  firm,  unfhaken  for  Zilia. 
No,  it  is  in  vain  that  Alonzo,  ready  to  depart  for 
thofe  unhappy  climates  which  Zilia  muft  fee  no 
more,  offers  to  me  the  power  which  his  unjuff. 
king  hath  given  him  over  my  people.  It  is  ac- 
knowledging a  tyrant,  to  be  affifting  to  his  power. 
Chains  may  incumber  my  arms,  but  they  fhall 
not  fetter  my  heart.  I  fhall  never  have  for  the 
barbarous  chief  of  the  Spaniards,  but  that  hatred 
which  I  owe  to  the  matter  of  a  people  who  caufe 
my  misfortunes,  and  thofe  of  my  unhappy  country. 


LETTER    XXV. 


MY    eyes  are    opened,    Kanhuifcap  ;    the 
fires  of  love,  without  being  extingui/h- 
ed,  give  way  to  the  light  of  reafon. 

O  immortal  flames  of  love,  which  burn  in  my 

bofom  !  Zilia  !  thou,  whom  nothing  can  deprive 

me  of  thy  image,  whom  fatal  deftiny  hath  raviih- 

C  trt 
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til  from  me  for  ever,  be  not  offended  if  a  defifc 
of  revenge  prompts  me  to  betray  you, 

Tell  me  no  more,  Kanhuifcap,  what  I  owe  to  . 
my  people,  to  my  father  ;  fpeak  no  more  of  the 
rvranny  of  the  Spaniards.     Can  I  forget  my  mis- 
fortunes  or  their  crimes  ?  they  have  coft  me  too 
dear.     Their  cruel,  remembrance    enrages    my 
fury.     It  is  done  ;  I  confent ;  I  join  myfelf  to 
Zuhnira.     J/onzo,  I  have  promis'd  you.     Is  it 
then   a  crime  to  leave  Zulmira   in  an  error  fo  , 
pleafintf  to  her  ?  She  thinks  fhe  triumphs  over  my 
heart.     Ah  !  far  from   undeceiving   her,  let  her 
enjoy  her  imagined  felicity,  let  her-^ — -It  is  but 
by  this  means  I  can  revenge  my  oppreffed  people 
and  myfelf.     On  the  inftant  of  our  union,   I  fhall 
be  conducted  to  the  empire  of  the  Sun,  that  de- 
folate  empire,  of  which  you  defcribe  the  misfor- 
tunes.    It  is  there  I  will  difplay -that  vengeance 
whofe  violent  tranfports  I  yet  reftrain.     It  is  on 
a    perfidious    nation  that  my  ftrokes.  and   fury 
fhall  fall.     Reduced  to  the  lownefs  of  a  vile  flave 
to  counterfeit  for  the  firft  time,  I  go  to  punifh 
the  Spaniards  for.  my  deceit  and  their   crimes  : 
whilft  the  family  of  Alonzo    fhall  prove  every 
thing  in  the  power  of  a  grateful  heart,  and  that 
homage  which  ought  to  be  paid  to  virtue. 


LETTER    XXVI. 

HAD  you  been  one  of  thofe  men  who 
are  wholly  conducted  by  prejudice,  I 
fhould  conceive  your  furprife,  when  you  came  to 
underftand  that  an  Ynca  is  no  longer  a  worfhipper 
of  the  Sun.  I  mould  then  find  you  upbraiding 
that  ftar  for  the  light  he  lends  me,  and  yourfelf 
for  that  concern  with  which  thofe  fentiments  are 

attended 
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attended.  You  would  be  aftonifned,  that,  per_ 
jur  d  to  my  God,  fnendfhip,  that  virtue  una! 
quamted  with  crime,  mould  fljll  have  place  m 
my  bread.  But  fortify  yourfelf  againft  thofe 
presences  which  have  been  reprefented  to  vou 
asvntues;  prcferve  no  more  of  the  Peruvian 
but  love  ot  your  country,  of  virtue  and  of 'free- 
dom. I  expca  more  juft  remonftrances  from 
you. .  You  deceive  yourfelf,  perhaps  with  reafon, 
to  fee  me  abandon  a  worfhip  which  appears  to 
me  unreafonable,  for  a  religion  of  which  I  ex- 
pofed.to  you  the- contradictions. 

I  have  made  this  objection  to  myfelf,  but 
how  foon  was  it  removed,  when  I  learned,  that 
it  was  this  God,  who  was  the  author  of  our  be- 
ing, had  dictated  this  law,  and  whofe  conduc*  I 
had  the  preemption  to  blame.  Of  what  impor- 
tance, indeed,  is  it,  tho'  an  honour  be  infigni- 
ficant,  if  it  be  required  by  him  to  whom  it  is 
afcribed.  It  is  on  this  principle  that  I  have  not 
blufhed  to  conform  myfelf  to  cuftoms  which  I 
had    condemn'd. 

How  venerable  are  the  works  of  God  !  how 
great  !  If  you  could  read,  Kanhuifcap,  the  divine 
books  which  have  been  entrufted  to  me  ;  what 
wifdom, !  what  majefty  !  what  depth  would  you  i 
not  difcover  !  you  would  there  readily  acknow- 
ledge the  hand  of  a  divinity.  Thofe  invincible 
contradictions  which  I  then  found  in  the  conduct 
of  this  God,  are  evidently  juftified.  It  is  not  the 
fame  thing  in  regard  of  men  towards  their  God. 

Do  not  believe,  that  as  credulous  as  we  ordi-' 
narily  are,  I  hold,  what  I  now  write  to  you, 
merely  from  the  report  of  a  pried.  1  have  ever 
been  too  well  acquainted  with  the  lies  of  our  C::- 
cipatas,  to  give  credit  to  the  fables  of  Rich  a* 
they.  The  high  rank  which  they  hold  in  all 
C  2  nations. 
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nations,  obliges  them  to  deceive  ;  and  their  gran- 
deur is  often  founded  only  on  the  weaknefs  of 
ambitious  men.  It  would  coft  too  much,  if 
for  virtue  they  were  to  obtain  the  empire  of 
the  world  ;   they  choofe  to  owe  it  to  impofture. 


LETTER    XXVE. 

IT  is  done,  Kanbuifcap,  Zulmira  waits  me.  I 
go  to  the  altar.  Already  you  fee  me  there  ; 
but  do  you  fee  the  remoife  with,  which  I  am  ac 
companied  ?  the  /hade  of  Zilia,  bleeding,  dis- 
honoured, holds  the  gloomy  hymeneal  torch  ! 
hearken  to  ber  lamentable  voice  !  ct  Is  it  this, 
*'  this,  (faith  (he)  the  faith  which  you  have 
"  fworn  I  traitor  !  this  the  love  which  fhould  ani- 
*'  mate  our  very  afhes  !  you  love  me,  you  fay, 
"  and  it  is  to  Zulmira  you  give  your  hand. — 
"  You  love  roe,  petfidious  man  !  and'  you  give 
"  to  another  that  blifs  which  I  cannot  enjoy." 
If  I  yet  live — what  furies,  Kanbuifcap,  do  not 
tear  my  bofom  ?  I  fee  the  abufed  Zulmira  de- 
mand of  me  an  heart  to  which  her  claim  is  law- 
ful.— My  father  and  my  people,  bending  under  a 
cruel  yoke.  Shall  they  not  find  in  me  their  deli- 
•yerer  ?  I  fee  my  promife,  I  fly  to  perform  it. 


LETTER   XXVIII. 

rylLlA  is  again  alive.  Is  it  poffible  yow  cart 
•^  foon  enough  know  the  excefs  of  my  joy  ? 
Kanbuifcap,  you  who  felt  my  grief,  enjoy  the 
tranfport  of  my  foul.  May  the  fires  which  en- 
flame  me,  fly  and  convey  to  your  breaft  my  a- 
kounding  felicity. 

The 
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The  fea,  the  enemy,  death, — No,  nothing 
hath  depriv'd  me  of  the  ohjecl  of  my  love. — She 
lives,  (he  loves  me.— Judge  of  my  transports. 
Carried  into  a  neighbouring  country,  France, 
Zilia  hath  met  with  no  other  mifchance,  but  that 
of  our  reparation  and  the  uncertainty  of  my  fate. 
How  well  the  Gods  have  (hewn  their  care  of  vir- 
tue !— A  generous  Frenchman  deliver'd  her  from 
the  barbarous  Spaniards. 

Every  thing  was  in  readinefs  to  join  me  to 
Zulmira,  I  went,  O  Gods  ! When  I  learn- 
ed thatZilia  lived,  and  that  (lie  came  to  meet  me. 
No  obftacle  could  detain  her  ;  I  found  her.  Her 
lips  repeated  the  tender  fentiments  which  her  hand 

had  traced.     I  could  at  her  feet heavens  I 

tremble  at  that  which  <:aufes  my  joy.  I  am  blind- 
ed with   my  happinefs Zilia   arrives  in  the 

midft  of  her  enemies  !  New  dangers She  {hall 

not  leave  me. 1  will  prevent  ,t.-— What 

can  hinder  ?  Jlonze,  Zulmira,  the  Gods  have 
difengaged  me.  Zilia  lives,  I  receive  her  from 
the  hands  of  virtue.  ;        . 

Gratitude,  efteem,  friendfliip,  in  va.n  difpofed 
her  to  anfwer  to  the  fentiments  of  Detervdle  her 
deliverer.  She  oppofed  to  them  our  love,  and 
forced  them  to  refpea  our  paffion.  G  onow 
conflia!  effort  to  be  admired!  DeUrvtlUtaa- 
SS  his  love,  forgets  the  right  he  hath  to  her. 
—Hear    his    generofity. He  joins  us  to- 

gC  zL,  Zilia,  I  go  to   poffefs  my    happinefs. 
jfly  to  be  before  her,  and  to  die  With  plea- 
face  at  her  feet.  T   E  T- 
C  3  L 
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LETTfER     XXIX. 

ACCUSE  not,  my  friend,  any  thing  but  Zi- 
lia  for  my  filence.  I  have  feen  her,  I 
have  feen  nothing  but  her.  Do  not  expe<ft  that 
I  can  exprefs  to  you,  the  tranfports,  the  rap- 
tures which  I  refigned  myfelf  to,  the  firft  mo- 
ment (he  prefented  herfelf  to  my  fight.  You 
muft  lore  Ztiia  as  I  love  her,  to  conceive  them. 
Muft  torments  unforefeen  arife  to  trouble  anhap- 
pinefs  to  compleat ! 

From  the  midft  of  pleafures  to  the  extremity 
of  forrows  is  there  not  any  interval?  after 
fuch  extreme  delight,  a  thoufand  darts  ftrike 
through  my  heart.  My  fondnefs  is  odious  to  me, 
and  when  I  would  not  love  her,  I  feel  all  the  rage 
of  love. 

«  ^ve  been  able  to  lupport  the  grief  for  the 
JolS  of  Zdla,  but  I  cannot  fuftain  that  of  her  pre- 

icnce.     She   loves  me  no  more O  deadly 

thought  !  when  fhe  appeared  to  my  eyes,  love 
poured  with  one  hand  pleafures  into  my  foul, 
and  with  the  other,  forrows. 

In  the  firft  tranfports  of  a  joy,  which  I  am  not 
able  to  exprefs  even  the  fweetnefs  of  its  remem- 
brance, Ziha  fled  from  my  arms  to  read  a  letter 
wmch  a  young  woman  who  had  brought  me  to 
*er,  had  gwen  her.  Difquieted,  troubled,  melt- 
ed ;  the  tears  which  fhe  had  given  to  joy,  trick- 
led now  for  forrow  :  with  them  fhe  overflowed 
this  fatal  letter,  fler  .tears  alarm'd  me  for  her 
iatety.  Ungrateful  as  fhe  is,  fhe  took  pleafure 
■rivdf  C°nCern'  my  fears  were  a  triumph  for  my 

Dtt- 
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Dettefville,  that  deliverer,  whofe  praifes  Zilia 
had  (o  often  repeated  in  her  letters,  had  written  this. 
It  was  dictated  by  the  moft  lively  paffion.  In  re- 
moving himfi'lf  from  her,  after  having  given  her 
up  to  his  rival,  he  gave  this  finifhing  ftroke  to  his 
generofity,  and  to  Zilia's  forrow.  She  explain- 
ed it  to  me  with  a  vivacity,  with  expreffions  a- 
bove  the  ftile  of  acknowledgments.  She  forced 
mc  to  admire  virtues  which  in  that  cruel  mo- 
ment were  fatal  to  me.  I  borrowed  the  af- 
fiftance  of  an  immoveable  coldnefs.  I  prcfently 
withdrew  from  Zilia.  Full  of  my  defpair,  from 
"which  nothing  could  relieve  me,  every  reflection 
I  make  is  grievous.  She  robs  me  of  hope,  of 
happinefs.     I  have  loft  the  heart  of  Zilia.     That 

heart Infupportable  idea  !    my   rival  will  be 

happy.  Ah  !  its  too  much  to  be  convine'd  that 
he  deferves  to  be  fo. 

Dreadful  jealoufy  !    your  deadly  ferpents  have 
glided  into  my  heart.     A  thoufand  fears,  black 

fufpicions Zilia,   her  virtue,   her  tendernefs, 

her  beauty,  my  injuftice  perhaps  ;  all  alarm  me, 
torment  me,  deftroy  me.  My  forrow  hides  itfelf 
in  vain  under  an  appearing  tranquillity.  I  would 
fpeak  to  her,  complain,  reprcach  her,  and  I  am 
filent.  But  what  to  fay  to  Zilia  ?  can  I  re- 
proach her  for  the  love  with  which  Detter- 
ville  is  infpired,  and  of  which  virtue  is  the 
motive  ?  (he  fhares  not  in  his  paffion.  But 
wherefore  fo  prodigal  in  his  praifes  ;  dwelling 
for  ever  on  his  merit. 'Love, foun- 
tain of  my  pleafure, Muft  you  alfo  be  that 

of  my  pain  I 

LET- 
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LETTER    XXX. 

WHERE  am  I,  Kanhuifcap?  What  tor- 
ments ever  purfue  me  ?  My  foul  is  fired 
with  the  moft  cruel  rage —  Zilia,  the  faithlefs 
Zilia,  pale,  difquieted,  fighs  for  the  abfence  of  my 
rival.  Deterville,  in  his  flight  carries  the  victory. 
Heavens!  on  whom  fhall  my  fury  fall?  He  is  be- 
loved, Kanhuifcap ;  every  thing  convinces  me. 
The  cruel  Zilia  leeks  not  to  conceal  her  incon- 
ftancy.  Precious  remains  of  innocence  !  fhe  is 
fenfible  of  the  crime,  yet  difdains  impofture.  I 
read  her  perjury  in  her  eyes.  Her  lips  have  even 
dared  to  confefs  it,  in  repeating,  without  intermif- 
fion,.that  name  which  I  abhor.  Whither  fhall  I 
fly  ?  In  the  prefence  of  Zilia  I  feel  the  moft  cruel 
tortures,  and  in  her  abfence  I  dye. 

When,  feduced  by  the  fweetnefs  of  her  looks, 
fhefheds,  for  an  inftant,  tranquillity  into  my  foul, 
I  think  I  am  beloved.  This  pleafure  plunges  me 
in  raptures  which  confound  me.  I  recover,  I 
would  fpeak  ;  I  begin,  I  break  off,  I  am  dumb. 
Thoughts  which  fucceed  by  turns  in  my  heart, 
trouble,  diftraft  me.  I  cannot  exprefs  myfelf. 
The  fatal  remembrance  of  Deterville,  a  figh  from 
Zilia,  revive  thofe  tranfports  which  I  would  calm 
in  vain.  Even  the  darknefs  of  night  cannot  pro- 
tect me  from  their  violence.  Would  I  give  my- 
felf up  a  moment  to  fleep,  the  faithlefs  Zilia 
comes  and  robs  me  of  it.  I  fee  Deterville  at  her 
feet  ;  fhe  hears  him  with  pleafure.  The  fright- 
ful dream  flies  from  me.  Light  prefents  me  with 
new  forrows.  Ever  poffeffed  by  the  dsemon  of 
jealoufy,  its  flames  have  dryed  up  even  my  tears. 

Zilia, 
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Zilia,   Zilia,    what  evils   arife   from    fo    much 
Jove.     I  adore  you,  I  offend  you  ;  Gods  !    1  lofe 
you. 

LETTER    XXXI. 

ZILIA!  love!  Deterville]  fatal  jealoufy  ! 
What  diftracSion  ?  A  cloud  is  between  me 
and  what  I  write.  Kanhuifcap,  1  know  myfelf  no 
more  but  in  the  fury  of  the  blacked:  jealoufy.  I 
am  armed  with  thofe  darts  with  which  I  pierced 
the  heart  of  Zilia.  She  wrote  to  Deterville ;  the 
letter  was  ftill  her  hand.  A  fatal  moment  over- 
came my  reafon.  I  contrived  the  mod  unworthy 
project — My  word,  the  religion  which  I  had  cm- 
braced,  all  concurred.  The  vaineft  pretexts  have 
appeared  to  me  the  jufteft  laws  to  abandon  Zilia. 
Zilia  at  my  feet,  her  fobs,  mine   mixing  with 

them —  Deterville !—  what  remembrance  ! 

Furious,  I  fled  from  her  arms,  but  vainly  obfti- 
nate,  I  would  return  again.  Every  thing  oppofed 
me,  I  dared  not  refift;  Gods !  what  Jiave  I  done  ! 
How  confounding  is  the  ftiame,  how  fhocking  the 
repentance. 


LETTER     XXXII. 

BE  no  longer  furprized  at  my  filence.  The 
cruel  fituation  of  my  heart  hath  not  permit- 
ted me  to  acquaint  you  fooner  with  my  fate.  Do 
not  believe  that,  filled  with  remorfe,  I  ftill  re- 
proach myfelf  for  too  juft  fufpicions.  'Tis  Zilia, 
'tis  her  perfidious  heart  and  not  mine,  it  ought  to 
devour.  Yes,  Kanhuifcap,  her  fighs,  her  tears 
and  cries,   were  but  the  effect  of  fliame ;  traces, 

which 
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which  virtue  had  yet  left  remaining  in  her  he3ft--~ 
It  is  to  deface  them  that  the  cruel  Ziiia    refuf&d 
to  fee  me.     Her  obfrinacy  compelled  me  to  re- 
move to  a  distance.     Retired  to  the  extremity  of 
the  town,  unacquainted   with  the  inhabitants,  I 
am  entirely  given  up  to  my  fcrrovvs  and  my  mif- 
•  fortunes.     I  ftrive  to  forget  the  ingrate  whom  I 
adore.     Vain  attempt !  in  fpite  of  ourfeives,  cruel 
love  glides  into  our  hearts  and  continues  topoiFefs 
them.     In  vain  I  would  overcome  it :    It  thrives 
byjealoufy,  and  jealoufy  is  maintained  by  love. 
The  deplorable  fport  oftwo  paffions,  my  foul,  is 
divided  between  tendernefs  and  rage.     Sometimes 
I  upbraid  myfclf  for  my  fufpicions,  and  again  for 
■  my  love.    'Mu'ft  I  adore  one  that  is  ungrateful? 
Can  I  forget  her  whom  I  adore.     But,   whatever 
love  I   have  for  her,    nothing   can  excufe   her. 
Why  did  flic  not  hate  me  ?     We  pardon  hatred, 
:  but  cannot  forgive  infidelity. 

The  care  and  friend/hip  of  Alq&zo,  have  dis- 
covered the  retreat,  where  my  grief  and  all  its  at- 
tendants, definitive  of  our  being,  continues  me. 
Zulmira  overcomes  me  with  reproaches ;  fhe  has 
written  tome;  I  appear  to  her  ungrateful,  whom 
my  word,  her  tears,  cannot  call  back.  I  have 
raifed  her  from  death,  only  to  give  her  up  to 
more  cruel  tortures.  She  will,  flie  fays,  go  to 
France Make  known  her  rage  and  my  per- 
jury. Revenge  her  father  and  her  love.  Every 
word  of  this  letter,  is  an  arrow  which  pierces  my 
heart.  I  feel  too  ftrongly  the  power  of  defpair, 
not  to  fear  its  effeds.  TLilla  ,  is  the  unhappy  ob- 
ject of  her  fury!  Gods!  avengers  of  crimes,  is 
it  to  offenders  you  give  your  punifhments  in 
charge. 

Stop,  Zulmira,  exhauft  your  rage  on  me  :    Let 
•  the  ungrateful  Zilia  enjoy  a  life,  for  ever  to  he 

.  chaftifed 
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■  chaftifed  with  remorfe.  It  is  thus  you  (hall  fi- 
nalize your  vengeance  and  mine.  But,  O  Gods  I 
in  the  arms  of  my  rival.  I  tremble,  unfortunate 
that  I  am,  I  tremble  for  her,  whilft  the  ungrateful 
betrays  me.  Withheld  by  forrows  which  over- 
whelm me,  I  refign  myfelf  to  my  weaknefs, 
whilft  the  perfidious  triumphs  in  her  guilt;  recals 

my  rival Unfortunate  I  am 1  ftill  live- 

How  grievous  is  exiftence,  breathing  nothing  but 
ibrrow! 


LETTER    .XXXIII. 

WHAT  have  I  (aid  ?  What  horror  fur- 
rounds  me  !  Hearken  to  my  fhame, 
Kanhuifcap,  and  if  it  may  be,  my  remorfe,  rather 
than  my  crime.  Odious,  to  myfelf,  I  rouft  he- 
come  fo  in  your  eyes.  Complain  no  more  of  my 
misfortunes,  crown  them  all  with  your  hatred. 

Zilia  is  not  to  blame.  Even  this  acknow- 
ledgment is  an  outrage  to  her.  You  have  known 
my  fufpicions,  your  knowing  them  to  be  unjuft, 
will  acquaint  you  of  my  forrows.  They  never 
will  be  compleated,  they  are  ever  at  hand.  Af- 
ter the  inconftancy  of  'Zilia,  would  you  have 
thought,  that  it  was  in  fate  to  affli(St  me  anew  ? 
could  you  have  believed  that  her  innocence,  which 
ought  to  be  my  happinefs,  hath  been  the  fource 
of  the  moft  bitter  forrow. 

To  what  diffraction  was  I  then  furrender'd  ? 
What  darknefs  overfhadowed  my  reafon  ?  Zilia 
could  have  deceived  me,  I  could  have  thought 
fo.  She  will  fee  me  no  more.  The  remem- 
brance of  me  is  hateful  to  her.  She  hath  loved 
me  too  well  not  to  abhor  me.  Abandoned  to  my 
dreadful  misfortunes,  friendfliip,  truth,  nothing 
can  affuage  my  torment.     I  poifon  your  heart 

with 
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with  their  bittcrnefs,   and   my  own  is   not  re- 
lieved. 

In  vain,  Zulmira,  recovered  from  her  fury, 
lets  me  know  that  (he  hath  facrificed  it  to  my  re- 
pofe  and  to  my  happinefs.  Retired  into  an  houfe 
of  virgins,  fhe  hath  confecrated  to  her  God  and 
to  my  happinefs,  her  life  and  the  flower  of  her 
days. 

Zulmirv,  generous  Zulmira,  refigns  her  ven- 
geance  Ah  !  if  her  heart  was  capable  of  cru- 
elty, how  well  it  would  be  fatisfied  with  the  fevc- 
rity  of  my  torture. 

It  is  then  only  to  myfelf,  to  the  bafenefs  of  my 
fentiments,  to  which  I  owe  the  ills  I  fuffcr.  It 
was  only  wanting  to  my  misfortunes  to  be  myfelf 
the  caufe 1  am. 

Zilia  loves  me,  I  fee  it ;  my  happinefs  was 
fure.  Her  tendernefs,  her  fentiments,  my  happi- 
nefs ;  ought  they  to  be  facrificed  to  bafe  fufpi- 
cions.     O  dreadful  defpair  !  I  fled  from  ZHia— -- 

'Tis  I generous  friend  !  can   you,  can  you 

conceive  the  ftate  I  am  in  ?  Can  I  myfelf  con- 
ceive it.  Sorrow,  love,  defpair,  -contend  for  the 
devouring  of  my  heart. 


LETTER     XXXIV. 
T$  Zilia. 

THE  fear  of  again  difpleafing  you,  detains 
under  my  trembling  hand,  thofe  knots 
which  I  form;  thofe  knots,  which  have  been 
your  comfort,  your  pleafure,  Zilia,  are  no  longer 
wove  but  by  forrow  and  defpair. 

Do  not  think  that  I  would  conceal  my  offence 
from  your  eyes.     Rem  with  forrow  for  having 

thought 
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thought  you  inconftant,  how  can  I  flare  to  excufs 

myfelf?     But   ami   not  fufficiently  punifhed 

What  remorfe?  The  remorfeofa  lover  who 
aJoresyou.  You  will  hate  me — Have  I  not  ra- 
ther deferved  your  contempt  than  your  hatred? 

Rccal  for  a  moment  all  my  misfortunes.  Bar- 
barous enemies  tore  you  from  my  love,  in  the 
inftant  it  was  to  have  been  crowned.  Armed  in 
your  defence  I  fubmitted  to  their  fhameful  chains. 
Conducted  into  their  country  ;  the  feas  which 
conveyed  me,  for  a  time,  it  is  true,  fupported  all 
my  hopes.  My  heart  floated  with  you,  I  lived 
but  in  the  hopes  I  indulged  for  you.  Your  ra- 
vifhers  being  drowned,  plunged  me  in  the  moft. 
cruel  miftake.  Your  being  thought  loft,  abated 
not  my  tendernefs,  forrow  encreafed  my  love.  I 
died  to  follow  you.  I  lived  but  to  revenge  you. 
I  attempted  all  things,  I  was  about  to  facrifice 
even  my  vows —  To  join  myfelf,  fpight  of  all  re- 
morfe to  a  Spaniard^  at  this  price  to  purchafe  my 
liberty  and  my  revenge.  When  on  the  fudden — 
O  happinefs  beyond  my  hope  !  I  underftood  again 
you  were  alive,  that  you  loved  me ;  remem- 
brance too  fweet !    I  fly  to  you,  to  happinefs  the 

moft   pure,  the  moft  perfect. Vain  hope ! 

cruel  reverfe! Scarce  had  J  felt  the  firft  tranf- 

ports  which  your  fight  infpired  me  with,  when  a 
fatal  poifon,  whofe  effects  your  heart  is  too  pure 

to  apprehend Jealoufy,  glided  itfelf  into  my 

foul.  Its  moft  cruel  ferpents  have  devoured  my 
heart,  this  heart  which  was  made  alone  to  love 
you. 

The  nobleft  of  virtues,  gratitude,  was  the  ob- 
ject of  my  fufpicions.  I  imagined  that  Detervillt 
had  been  rewarded  too  well  for  all  you  owed  him. 
That  your  virtue  had  involved  itfelf  in  your  gra- 
titude.    I   believed Thefe  are  the   dreadful 

ideas 
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ideas  which  difcompofed  my  firft  pleafures.  You 
could  not,  though  .ia  love,  forget  fnendlhip.  I 
forgot  that  virtue.  The  praifes  of '  Deterville,  his 
letter,  the  fentiments  it  exprefTed,  the  trouble  it 
caufc-d  to  you,  the  grief  you  declared  at  the  lofs  of 
your  deliverer,  I  attributed  all  to  the  fentiments  I 
felt,  Which  I  ftill  feel,  to  love. 

I  hid  within  my,  breaft,  the  fires  which  con- 
famed   me How  great  was    their  progrefs. 

From  fufpicion  I  reached  to  certainty  of  your  in- 
fidelity. I  dreamt  of  punimment.  Reproaches 
led  me<too  far  to  employ  it.  I  thought  you  were 
not  worthy.  I  do  not  diffemble  to  you  my 
crimes.  Truth  is  as  precious  to  me  as  my  love. 

I  would  return,  fulfil  a  promife  which  my 
firft  vows  had  difengag'd  me  from.  Repen- 
tance quickly  follow'd  the  firft  emotions  inju- 
rious to  you.  I  vainly  attempted  to  unveil  to 
you,  a  refalution,  which  love  deftroyed  as  foon 
as  it  had  formed.  Your  obftinacy  would  not 
admit  that  you  would  fee  my  paflion  again  re- 
vive. Given  up  anew  to  jealoufy,  I  withdrew 
myfelf  from  you  ;  but  far  from  going  to  Madrid 
to  compleat  a. crime  which  my  heart  detefted, 
(as  they  would  perfuade  you,  to  deface  me 
from  yours)  bending  under  the  load  of  my  af- 
flictions,.  I  fought  in  fohtude,  in.  removing  from 
mankind,  that  peace  which  tranquillity  of  heart 
alone  can  give.  Call  down  by  my  forrows,  my 
body  yielding  under  the  weight  of  my  misfor- 
tunes, removed  a  long  time  from  you  ;  in  fpite 
of  myfelf  I  confefs  it  to  you,  Zilia,  I  preferved 
ffrcngth  only  to  exclaim  againft  you.     1  faw  you 

pleafed  with  my  flight,  recal  my  rival. 1  'faw 

you alas,    you  know  my  offence  too  well, 

but  you  know  not  the  punifhment ;  it  exceeds 
my  crime.     Ah  !  Zilia,  If  excefs  of  love  can 

efface 
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efface   it — No — I   would  be  Hill  faulty. Do 

not  believe  I  feek   to   move   you   to   pity.       It 

is  too  little  for  my  fondnefs. -Give  me  your 

heart,   Zilia,   or  give  me  nothing. 

Hearken  to  love,  which  ought  ftill  to  plead 
in  your  heart,  let  me,  in  your  prefence,  re-kin- 
dle thofe  fires,  which  your  anger,  too  juft,  hath 
forced  you  to  fmother.  From  the  allies  of  that 
love  which  you  feel  for  dza,  let  me  try  to  re- 
cover fome  fparkle. 

Zilia,  Zilia.,  pronounce  my  fate;  I  have 
confeffed  my  crime.  If  your  pardon  does  not 
efface  it,  it  ought   to  be  punilhed. .    My  death 

fhall  be  its  chaftife'roent. Too  happy,  cruel 

Zilia,  if  at  leaf!  I  may  expire  at  your  feet. 


LETTER   XXXV.    And.lajl.. 

To   K  A  N  H  U  I  S  C  A  Pv . 

WHILST  I  ffrike  all  your  fenfes  with  fur- 
prize,  why  can  I  not  raife  in  your 
heart,  that  joy  which  I  feel  brighten  in  mine  ? 
O  happinefs  !  O  tranfport !  Kanbuifcap,  Zilia 
reftores  me  her  heart.  She,  loves. me.  En- 
tranced in  the  raptures  of  love,  I  pour  at  her 
feet  the  fofteft  tears.  Her  fighs,  her  looks,  her 
tranfports,  are  the  only  interpreters  of  our  love 
and  of  our  happinefs.  Imagine  to  yourfelf  if 
you  can,  our  pleafures.  That  moment  ever  pre- 
sent to  my  eyes,  that  moment No 1  can- 
not .exprefs  fo  much  love— — fadnefs  and  plea- 
fure. 

Her  eyes,  her  animated  colour,  expreffed  to 
me  her  love,  her  anger,  my  fhame.  Pale,  weak, 
fpeechlefs.    (he  fell  into  my  arms.      But   like 

•  flames 
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flames  fet  in  motion  by  the  winds,  my  heart, 
agitated  by  my  fears,  burns  with  the  greater  vio- 
lence. My  lips  fattened  to  her  bofom,  with  my 
warmth,  gaveherthat  of  life  mingled  together  with 
mine.  She  died  and  revived  at  once.  Zilia,  my 
dear  Zilia,  in  what  a  flood  of  delight  have  you 

plunged    the    happy  Aza. No,    Kanhuifcap, 

you  cannot  conceive  our  happinefs.— Come  and 

be  a  witnefsof  it. Nothing  fhould  be  wanting 

to  my  felicity.  The  Frenchman  who  will  give 
you  my  letter,  is  accompanied  by  one  who  will 
bring  you  here.  You  will  fee,  Zilia,— My  hap- 
pinefs encreafes  every  inftant.  The  recital  of 
our  pleafures  as  well  as  our  misfortunes,  now  far 
removed,  have  reached  to  the  throne.  *  The 
generous  monarch  of  the  French^  hath  given  or- 
ders to  thofe  veffels  which  go  to  fight  the  Spa- 
niards in  our  feas,  that  they  fhould  convey  us  to 
Quito.  We  (hall  again  behold  our  country. 
Unhappy  place,  fo  dear  to  our  wifhes.  Thofe 
parts,  O  Zilia,  which  faw  our  firft  pleafures  in 
their  birth,  your  fighs  and  mine.  Let  them  wit- 
nefs,  let  them  celebrate,    let  them  increafe,    if 

they  can,    our  happinefs. Shall    we  deliver 

them,  Kanhuifcap  ?  But  I  fly  to  Zilia.- My 

friend,  love  hath  not  caufed  me  to  be  unmindful  of 
friendfhip.  But  friendfhip  detains  me  long  from 
love.  Tranfports  fo  foft,  which  ravifh  my  foul ; 
it  is  in  your  amufements  I  perceive  that  I  am 
alive,  overwhelmed  with  fo  much  happinefs, 
delight— Zilia  is  reftored  me,  Jhe  waits  for  me, 
I  fly  to  her  arms. 

*  The  former  Letters   take  no  Notice  of  their 
having  left  Spain. 


The    END. 
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